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Bnter Bernar do t and Franctjco^tmo Cent intis. 




W Hofe there? 

Naj an Ever me. Static! and vnfold yowfeifc* 
Long line tiicJKwg. , 1 

Barnardo . 



Bar. 

Fran. 

"Bar, 

Fran. 

Bar, Hce* \ jH| , v/ , . . M< . „ .. „ — 

T. ’ Fra*. ’Yoirfctfitije mofl carefully vpon yourhoure, . • , ;j : 

aSrf.TisnoVvftrooke itvvelue,h« thee to hedFrancifif. 

Fran. For this rcliefc much thanks,iis bitter cold, . 

And I am fick at htatc. 

Bar. Haue you had quiet guard? 

Fran. Not a Moufe Birring. 

Bar. Well, good night: - ’ , 

If you doe me etc, Hereto and Marcellas, 

Theriualsofmy watch,bid th m make haft. 

Enter Horatio and Martclltts . 

. 

Fran. I thinkel heare tbem,ftand ho, who is there? 

H ora. Friends to this ground. 

Lfttar. And LeegemcntoeheDane, 

Fran. Giueyou good night. 

Mar, 0,farewell honeft fouldierSjwhq hath relieu d you \ 

9/f 3 Fran. Bernardo hath tny place; g'me you good night. . £#/> Frm. 




The Tregedy o/Hamlet 
Man Holla, Barnardo , 

'Bat, Say what is Horatio there? 

Ht>ra. A pcecc ofhim,, 

'Bar. Welcome Horatio, welcome good Marcellas, 
Hora. What has this thing appeaid againe to night? • 
'Bar. I haue feene nothing. 
tJM.tr . Horatio fayes tis butafantafie. 

And will not let beleefe take hold ofhim. 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feene of v% 
Therefore I haue intreated him along, 

With vs to watch the minuts of this night. 

That if againe this apparition come, 

Heemay'approue oureyes and fpcake to it. 

H ora. Tufh, tufh , twill not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe awhile. 

And let vs once againe aflaile your eares, 

That ate fo fortified againft our ftory. 

What wee haue two nights feene.. 

Hora. Well fit wee downe. 

And let vsheare Barnardo ipeake of this.. 

"Bar. Laft night of all, 

Whenyond fame ftarre that* weftward from is pole; 
Had made his courfe t’illume chat part of heauen 
Where now it burnes. Marcel/us and my felfe. 

The Bell then beating one. 

Enter (jhoft. fgaine. 

Mar. Peace, breake thee off looke where it comes a- 
Bar. In the fame figure like the King thatsdead* 
Mar. Thou art a Schollcr fpeake to it Horatio. 

H ora. Moft like,it horro wes me withfcare& wonder. 
Bar. It would be /poke to. 

JWar. Speake to it Horatio. 

H ora. What art thou that vfurpft this time of night. 
Together with that faire and warlike forme. 

In which the Maiefty of buried Denmarke 
Did fometimes march : by heauen I charge the Ipeake. 
Mar. It is offended. 

SceicfiaukesaWay* 
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TrinceofDenmrke* 

H ora. Stay, fpeake, fpeake I charge thee fpcake. TxitiQboJt, 
Ma. Tis gone and will not anfwere. 

Bar. How now Horatio, you tremble and looke ptlc^ 

Is not this fomething more then phantafic? 

What thinke you of it ? 

H ora. Before my God I might not this beleeue. 

Without the fencible and true auouch 
Of mine owne eyes. 

Mar. Isit not like the King ? 

H ora. As thou art to thy felfe : 

Such was the very Armor hee had on. 

When hee the ambitious Norway combated, 

So frowndehee once when in an angry parte 
Hee fmote the Headed pollax on the ice. 

Tis ftrange. 

Mar. Thus twice before and iump at this dead boute. 

With Martiall ftauke hath hee gone by our watch. 

H era. In whatpertrcular thought, to worke I know not. 

But in the grofle and fcope of mine opinion. 

This bodes fome ftrange eruption to cur ftate. 

Mar. Good now fit downe, and tell me hee'that kno we*. 

Why this fame ftriH. and moft obferuant watch 
So nightly toylcs thefubie# of the land. 

And withfuch dayly coft of brazen Cannon 
And fbrraincmarte for implements of warre. 

Why fuch imprefle of fhip-wrights, whole fore tafke 
Does not deuide the Sunday from the weeke. 

What might bee toward, that this fweaty haft * 

Doth make the night ioynt labourer with the day. 

Who ift that can informe mce 
H ora. That can I. 

Atlcaftthcwhifpcr goes fo, our laft King, / ' 

Whofe image cuen but now appea’d to vs. 

Was as you know by Fortinhafe of Norway, 

Thereto prickt on by a moft emulate ptide 

Dar d to the icombate ; in which our valiant Hamlet 9 

CJ-or 1° this fide of our knownc world eftcemd him) 
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* The Tragedy of Hamlet 
Did forfait fwith bis life; all thefe his lands 
Which hee (food feaz’d of, to.che ccoquerour. 

Againft the which a moitycompetcoc 
Was gaged by our King, which had teturne 
To rife inheritance of Fortir.br affe. 

Had hee beene vaaquiflrer ;jas by the fame comarc, 
And carnage of the articles defejgne, 

His fell to 'Hamlet ; now Sir, young Fortinbrajfe 
Ofvnimprooued mettle, hot and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway heetc and there 
Sharkt vp a lift of lawlefle refolutes 
For food and diet to fome enterprife 
That hath a ftomake in t* which no other 
As it doth well appeare vnto our ftatc 
Buttorecouer of vs by ftrong hand 
And tearmes compulfatory, thofe forefaid lands 
So by his father loft,’ and this I take it, 

Is themaine motiue of our preparations 

The fource of this our watch, and the cheefe head 

Of this poft-haft and romeage in the land. 

<Bar. Ithinkcitbcnootherbuteucnfo; 

Well may it fort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch fo like the King 
That was and is the queftion of thefc warres. 

Horn. A moth it is to trouble the mindes eye : 

In the mod high and palmy ftatc of Rome, 

A little ere themightieft Mitts fell 
The graues ftood tconantlefle, and the fheeted dead 
Did fqueake and gibber in the Romane ftreets 
As ftarres with traines of fire, and dewes ofbloud 
Difaftcrs in the Sunne ; and the moift ftarre, 

Vpon whofe influence Neptmts Empier Hands, 
Was fick almoft to doomefday with eclipfe. 
Andeuen the like precurfc of fearce euents 
As harbingers preceading ftill the fates 
And prologue to the Omen comming on 
Haue heauen and earth together demonstrated 
Vnto our Climatures and contrimen. 

Enter Ghofi. 
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1 ' Prince of Demur kc. 

But fofc, behold, lo where u comes againe 
Ikcofli i,, hough'. »"• ydtma. 

Sptk“ «« be any ,'go.d rttag to b« dona 

That may to thee doe eafe.anu gracc to mce, 

Spcake to nice. 

If thou art priuy to thy contrycs fate 
Which happily foreknowing may auoyd, 

Ofpeake: .. 

Or if thou haft vphoorded in thy life 

Extorted treafure in the wombeo; earth, . _ ^ 

For which they fay your fpirits oft walke in death. Tie 
Speake of it,ftay and fpeake,ftop it Marcellus. crows. 

Mar. Shall I ftrike it with my partisan? 

JTar.Doe if it will uot ftand. 

^.-zr. Tishecre. 

Hot. Tisheerc. 
c JMar. Tis gone, 

We doe it wrong being fo Maiefticall 
To offer it the ftiowe ofviolence. 

For it is as the ayre.in vulnerable. 

And our vaine blowes malicious mockery. 

'Bar. It was aboutto fpeake when the cock crew.* 

1 f or. And then it (farted like a guilty thing, 

Vpon a fcarcfull fummons ; I hauc heard, 

The Cock that is the trumpet to the morne. 

Doth with his lofty and fhtillfoundingthroate 
Awake the God of day, and at his warning 
Whether in fea or firejin earth or ayre, 

Th’cxtrauagantand erring fpirit hyes 
To his confine, and of the ti uth heercin 
This prefent obiedbnade probation. 

(Mar. It laded on the crowing of the Cock. 

Some fay that euer gainft that fea ion comes, 

Wherein our Sauiours birth is celebrated 
This bird of dawning fingeth all nightlong, 

And then they fay no fpirit dare fturre abroade 
1 he nights arc wholfomc,thcn no planncuftnkc. 

No fairy takes, nor vvitch hath power to charme 
: ‘ B 




The Tragedy of Hamkt 
So hallowed and fo gratious is that time. 

Hor. So haue I heard and doe in part belecue it. 
But lookc the morne in rafter mantle clad 
Walkcs ore the dew of yo ri high Eaft ward hill: 
Brcakewee our watch vp and bymyaduife 
Let vs impart what wee hauefeen to night 
Vnto yong Hamlet, for vponmy life 
This fpirit dumb to vs, will fpeake to him c 
Doc you confent wee fliall acquaint him with it 
As needfull in our lo.ues fitting our duery. 

Mar. Lets doo’tl pray, and I this morning know 
Where wee fliall find him moll conuenicnt. 




Extm, 



Florifh. Enter Claudius, King ofDenmarke , Gertradtht 
Queent, Counfatle : as Polonius , and hit Sonne Laertes, 
Hamlet cam Aim . 

Claud. Though yet of Hamlet our deare brothers death 
The memory bee greene,and that it vs befitted 
To b care our hearts in greefe and our whole kingdom?. 

To be contrafted in one browc of woe, 

Yet fo farre hath diferetion fought with nature. 

That wee with wifeft forrow thinke on him. 

Together with remembrance of our felues? 

Therefore our fometime Sifter, now our Queenc 
Th’imperiall ioyntreffeto this warlike ftate 
Haue weft as twere with a defeated ioy 
With an aufpitious, and a dropping eye. 

With mirth in funerall, and with dirge in mariage, 

In equallfcalc waighing delight and dole 
Taken to wife : nor haue wee herein bard 
Your better wifdomes, which haue freely gone 
With this affaire along ( for all our thankes) 

Now followes that you know yong Fortinbrajfe, 

Holding a weakc fuppofall of our worth 
Or thinking by our late deare brothers death 
Our ftate to bee difioynt, and out of frame 
Colegucd with this dreameof hisaduantage 
Heehath not faild to pefter vs with meffage 





Prince ofDenmdrke, 

Importing the furrender of thofclands 
Loft by his father, with all bands ©flaw 
To our moft valiant brother, fo much for him? 

Nowfer our fclfe,and for this timeofmeedng, : v A 

Thus much thebufines is, we haue here writ 

T o Norway V ncle of young Fortenbrajfe 

Who impotent and bedred fcarcely heares 

Of this his Nephewcs purpofej to fupprefle 

His further gate heerein,in that the leuies. 

The lifts, ana full proportions are all made 
Outof his fubieft,and we heere difpatch 
You good Cornelius ,and you Valtemand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway, 

Giuing to you no further perfbnall power 
To bufincs with the King, more then the fcope 
Ofthcfe delated articles allow: 

Farwcll,and let your haft commend your duty. 

Cor . Fo, In that, and all things will we fhow our duty, 
Kmg. We doubt it nothing,hartely fatweli. 

And now Laertes whats thenewes with you? 

You told vs of fomc futc,what ift Laertes ? 

You cannot fpeake ofreafontotheDanc 

And lofe your voyce j what would'ft thou begge Laertes? 

That fhall not be my.offer,not thy asking. 

The head is not more natiue to the heartf 
The handmore inftrumencall to the mouth 
Then is the throne of Denmarke to thy father. 

What would ft thou haue Laertes? 

LarMy d read Lord. 

Yourleaue and fauour to returne to France, 

From whence though willingly I came to Denmarke, 

1 o mow my duty in your Coronation; 

Yet now I muft confefle,that duty done 
My thoughts and wifhes bend againe toward France, 

And bow them to yourgracious leauc and pardon. 

fl'xSZT" f ur / athe «l«ue,what faies Polonius? 

BvZtnrr H h m ? . L ° rd wrun S ™ my flow leauc. 
tfy labourfome petition, and at laft 

Ypon his will J feald my hard confcut, 



The Tragedy o/Hamlet 

1 decbefeech yougiue himleauerogoe. 

Ktttg. Take chy fairc houre Laertes, time be thine. 

And rhy bcft graces fpcnd it at thy will : 

But now my Cofin Hjww/er.and my fonne. 

Tam. A little more then kin, and lefle then kinde. 

King. How is itthat the clowdes ftill hang on you. 

H am. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the fonne. 
Quecne. Good Hamlet cid thy flighted colour off 
And let thine eye looke like a friend on ‘Denmark?, 

Dae not for euer with thy vailed lids, 

Seeke for thy noble Father in the dull. 

Thou know’ft tis common all that liues muft dye. 

Palling through nature to cterhitic. 1 

Ham. I Maddam,it is common. 

Quee. If it bee 

Whv feemes it fo perticuler with thee. 

H am. Seemcs Maddam,nay it. is, I knbw not feemes, 
Tisnot alone my incky cloake could lmothcr. 

Nor cuftomary futes of fiplcmne black. 

Nor windie ful'piration of ford breath. 

No, nor the fruitfull riuer in the eye. 

Nor the deiefted hauipr oftne vjfage. 

Together with all fonnes,rnOodcs,fhapes ofgriefc 
That c«n deuote me truely.thefc indeed feeme, 

For they area&ions that a man might play. 

But T baue that within which pafles thowef 

Thefcbut the trappings and the laites of woe. • f 

King. Tis fweete and commendable in your nature H nm 
To giue thefe mourning duties to your Pacher, 

But you muft know yout father loft a father. 

That father loll, loft his,and the furuiucr bound 
In filliall obligation forfome tearme ' 

To doe obfequious forrowes,but to perfeuer 
Inobftinatecortdbkment,isacourfe - 
Of impious ftubborn«flc,tis vnmanly gride, 

Itlhowesa will mc.ft mcorreiSf toheauen,'' , > 

A hart vnfortified.or minde impatient, 

An vuderftandmg fimple and vnfciioold, 

For what we kno w muft be, and is as commoa 



Trinte of Dewar ke* 



As any the moft vulgar thing to fence. 

Why (hould we in our pceitiflh oppofiticn 
Take it to hart,fie,tis a fault to heauen, 

A fault againft tne dead, a fault to nature, 

Toreafon moft abfurd,whofe common theame 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firft courle.till he that dyed to day 
This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This vnpreuailing woe,and thtnkeofvs 
As of a father/or let the world take note 
You are the moft imediatc to our throne. 

And with no Idle nobility of loue 
Then that which deareft father beares his fonne. 

Doe I impart toward you for your intent. 

In going backtofchoole to Wittenberg, 

It is moft retrogard to our defire. 

And we befecch youbendyoutoremaine 
Heere in the cheate and comfort of our eye, 
Ourchiefeftcourcier,cofin,anc! our fonne. 

Quge. Let not thy mother loofe her prayers Hamlet^ 

I pray thee ftay w ith vs,goe not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I fhall in all my beft obay you Madam. 

King. Why tis a louing and a faire reply, 

Be as ourfelfe in Denmarke,M.adam come. 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits fmiling to my heart,in grace whereof. 

No iocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day. 

But the great Cannon to the clowdes (hall tell. 

And the Kings rowfe the heauen. fhall brute aga ; ne, 

Rcfpeaking e irchly thunder ; come away. Florish. Exeunt all 

H am. O that this too too fallied fiefh would melt, but Hamlet. 
Thaw and refolue it felfe into a dew. 

Or that the euerlafting had not fixe 
His cannon gainft feale flaughter,o God, God, 

How wary ,ftale,flat, and vnprofitable 
Seeme to me all the vfes of this world ? 

Fie on t,ah fie, tis an vnweeded garden, 

Tha t growes to feed,things ranck and grofe in nature. 

Pofldfe it meerelv that it fhould come thus 



The Trugbdie ^/"Hamlet 
Put two months dead, nay not fo much, not two. 

So excellent a King, tlntwasto tins 
Hyperion to a Satire, fo loumg to my mother 
That he might not betceme the winds of hcatien 
Vifit her face too roughly; hcauenand earth 
Muft I remember, why (he (hould hang on 1 
As if increafe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on, and yet within a month, _ 

Let me not thinke onY; frailty thy name is woman 
A little month. Or ere.hofe Ihooes wereoW 
With which (he followed my poore fatners body 
Like Niobe all teares, why fbe f f — - 

OGod 1 a bead that wantsdifcourfeofreafon 
Would haue mourn’d longer, married wit _ my s 
My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Then I to Hercules, within a month. 

Be yet the fait of mod vnrightcous teares 
Had left the Gufhing in her gauled eyes 
She married Oh I moft wicked fpeed ; to poit 
With fuch dexterity to inccftious ihectcs. 

It is notmov it cannot come to good, 

But breake my heart for I muft bold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio , Marc elks and 'Bernardo,. - 

Ho -a the fame my Lord, and your poore feruant cuer. 
tL.' Sr my good friend, He change that « W«b JOC 
And what make you from Wittenberg Ho, at to . 

^Marcellas. * 

But what in faith make you from Wittenberg. 

H or*. A truant difpofition good my Lord 
H am. I would not hcare your enemie lay io. 

Nor (hall you do my eare that violence 
To make it trufterofyouv owne report 
A gain ft your felfc, 1 know.you are no truant, 

B«t what is you affaire in Elfonoure ? 

Weele teach you for to drinke ere you depart. 







flora. My lordJ came to fee your fathers funerall. 

Ham. 1 prethec doe not mocke me fellow ftudent ( 

I thinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

H ora. Indeed my Lord it followed ^d vpon. 

Ham. Thrift, thrift, Her^the funerall bak t meatC* 
Did coldly furnifh forth the marriage tables, 

Would I had met my deareft foe in Heauen 
Or cuer I had feene that day Horatio. 

My father me thinkes I fee my father. 

H ora. Wneremy Lord? 

Ham. In mymindcseye Horatio. 

H ora. I faw him once,a was a goodly Ki 

Ham. A was a man take him for all in all 
I (hall not looke vpon his like againe. 

H ora. My Lord 1 thinke I faw him 

Ham. Saw, who? 

HoraMy Lord the King your father. 

Ham. The King my Father? 

H ora. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attentiuceare till I may deliuer 
Vpon the witnefic of thefe gentlemen 
This maruaile to you . 

H am. ForGodsloueletmeheare? 

H ora. Two nights together had thefe gentl 
Marcellas, and Tarnardo, on their watch, 

In the dead waft and middle ofthe night 
Beene thus incountred,a figure like your lather 
Armed at poynt,exa£Hy Capapea 
Appeares before them,and with folemne march. 

Goes flow*, and (lately by them ; thrice he walkt 
By their oppreft and feare furprifed eyes, 

Within this uonchions length, whil ft they diftil’d 
Almoft to gelly,with the a6t of feare 
Stand dumbe and fpeake not to himjthis 
In dreaafull fecrecy impart they did, 

And I with them the third night kept the wa 
Whereas they had deliucred both in time, 

Forme ofthe thing, each word made true 
The Apparifion comes ; I knew your father. 
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Theft hands are not moreilikc. 

Ham. B it where was this ? 

Mar. My Lord vpoinhe platformc where wee watcht. 

Ham Did you not fpeake to it f 
Nora. My Lord I did, 

But anfvver made it none, yet once mee thought 
It lifted vp it head and did addiefTe 
It felfe to motion^ ike as it would fpeakc : 

But euen then then the morning Cock crew loude,. 

And at the found it fhruncke in haft away 
And vanifht from our fight. 

Ham. Tis very ftrange. 

Hora. As I doc liue my honor.d Lord tis true 
And weedidthinkeit writ downe in our ducty 

To letyouknowofit. 

Ham. Indecde firs but this troubles me, > 

Hold you the watch to night ? 

All.. Wee doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d fay you? 

All. Arm'd my Lord* 

Ham. From top to toe? 

oAll My Lord from head to foott. 

Ham T hen faw you not his face ? 

Hora. O yes my Lord, hce wore his bcaucr vp. 

H am. What look’t hee fro wningly ? 

H ora. A countenance more in lorrow then in anger. 

Ham. Pale or red ? 

H ora. Nay very pale. 

Ham . And fixe his eyes vpon you? 

H ora. Moftconftantly, 

Ham. I would I had beene there. 

H ora. It would haue much amaz’d you. 

Ham. Very like, (laid it long? 

Hora* While one with moderate haft might tell a hundretb. 
'Both. Longer, longer. ^ 

H ora. Not when I faw’ n 
Ham. His beard was grifs’ 

H ora. It was a$I haue fecne it 
Afablcfiluer’d, 



H am. 1 will watch to night 
Perchance twill w alkeagainc. 

H ora. I warn’t it will 

Ham. If it aflume my noble fathers perfon. 

He fpe ike to it though hell it felfe fhould gape 
And bid mce hold my peace ; I pray you all 
If you haue hetherto conceald this fight 
Let it be tenable in yourfilcnce ftill. 

And what what foeucr els (hall hap to night, 

Giue it an vnderftanding but no tongue, 

I will requite your loues, fo fare you well : 

Vpon thepUtforme twixt a leauen and twelue 
Ilcvilityou. 

%/fU Ourduety to your homor. Exeunt. 

Ham. Your loues a$ mine to you, farewell. 

My fathers fpiri: (in armes) all is nor well, 

I doubt fome foule play, would the night were come, 
Till then fit ftill my foule, foule deedes will rife 
Though all the earth orc-whelme them to mens eyes, 
. Enter Laertes and, Ophelia his Sifter* 

Laer. My necelTaries are inbarckt, farewell. 

And filler as the winds giue benefit 
And conuajr, in afiiftant do not fleepe 
But let me heare from you. 

Ophe, Doe you doubt that? 

Laer. For Hamlet and the trifling of his fauour. 
Hold it a fafhion, and a toy in blood , 

A Violet in the youth ofprimy nature, 

Forward, not permanent, fiveet, not lafting, 
Theperfume and fuppliancc of a minute 
No more. 

Ophe, Mo more but fo. 

Laer Thinkeitnomore. 

For nature creffant does not grow alone. 

In thewesafld bulkcs, but as this temple waxes 
The inward ferujee of the mind foule 
G ro wes wide withall, perhaps hee loues you now, 
Anc no w no ipyle nor cautell doth befmerch 
The venue of his will, but youlmuft ieare. 



The Tragedy o/Hamlet 

His greatncs waid,his will is not his owne, 

O t _ ) /inn 



]f with too credent care you lift his fongs 
Or loofe your hearqor your chaft treafure open, 

To his vnmaftrcd importunity. 

Feare it Ophelia, feare it my deave 

And keepc you in the reare of your affection 

Out of the fhotand danger of defire, 

„The charieft maide is prodigal! enough 

If {The vnmaske her beauty to the Moone * 

„Vcrtuc it felfe fcapes not calumnious ftrokes 

**The canker gaules the infant of the fpring s .• 

Too oft before their buttons be difclot d. 

And in the morne and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blaftments are moft iminent. 

Be wary then,bcft fafety lies in feare. 

Youth to it felfe rebels though none elfe neare. 

Ophe, I {hall the efteft of this good leflon keepe, 

As watchmen to my hearths good my brother 
Doe not as feme vngracious pallors doe. 

Show me the ftcepc'and thorny way to heauen 
While' a puff, and reckles libertine. 

Him felfe the piimrefepath of dalience treads. 

And reakes nothis ownereed. Enter Poloniw* 

Laer. O fearerre not, 

I flay too long,biit heere my father comes 
A double blcifing,is a double grace, 

Occafion fmiles vpon a fecond leaue. 

SPoh Yet here Laertes ? a bord,a bord for fhame, 



He may not as vnuaiewea 

Crane for h mfelfc,for on his choife depends 

The fafety and health of this whole ftate, 

And therefore muft bis choife be circmfcrib cl, 
Vnto the voycc and yecldingof that body, 
Whereof he is the head, then if he faiesheloues you, 
It fits your wifdome fo farre to bcleeue u 
As he in hisparticuler a<ft and place 
May giue his faying deede,which is no further 
Then the maine voyce of Denmarkc goes withalL 

i t rC ... rvanr fnlTUinC. 






Lmueof uenntarKe, 



The wind fits in the (houlder of your fade, . 

A fl d you are ftaied for, there my bleffing With thee. 

And thefe few precepts in thy memory. 

. Locke ihou character, giue thy thoughts no tongue, 

Nor any vnproportlon’d thought his act. 

Be thou familier, but by no meanes vulgar, 

Thofc fiiends thou haft and their adoption tried. 

Grapple them vnto thy foule with hoopes or ltcele, 

But do not dull thy palme with entertainement 
Of each new hatcht ynfledgd courage ; beware 
Ofentrance to aquarrell, butbeeing in, 

Bear’t that th’oppofer may beware of thee. 

Giue eucry man thy eare, but few thy voyce. 

Take each mans cenfure, but referuethy iudgement* 

Coftiy thy habite as thy purfe can buy, 

But not expreft in fancy ; rich not gaudy, 

For the apparrel! oft proclaimes the man : 

And they in France of the beft ranck and ffation. 

Or of a moft felecft and generous, cneefc in that : 

Neithera borrower noralender bey, 

Forloueoft loofesboth it felfe. and friend, 

And borrowing dulleth the edge of husbandry : 

This abcue all, to thine owne felfe be true 
And ir muft follow as the night the day 
Thou canft not then bee falle to any man .* 

Farewell, my blelling fealon tins in thee. 

Laer. Moft humbly do I take my leaue my Lord, 

Pol, The time inuefts you, goe,your feruants tend, 

Laer. Farewell Ophelia , and remember well 
What I haue laid to you. 

Ophet Tis in my memory loekt 
And you your felfe (hall keepe the key ofit. 

Laer. Farewell Exit . Laertes. 

Pol. Vhat ift Ophelia bee hath faid to you? 

Ophe. So pleale you,fomething touching the Lord Hamlet. 
Pol. Marry well bethought 
Tis told me hee hath very oft of late 
Giuen priuate time to you, and you your felfe 
Haue of your audience beenc moft free and bountio’.is, 
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The Tragedy of mmlcc 

It’it be fo,a$ fo tis put on me. 

Ami that in way of caution,! mull tell you, ! 

You doe not vnderftand your fclfc fo deerely 
As it behooucs my daughter and your honor. 

What is betwesne you giue me vp the truth. 

Of he. He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Of his affection to me. 

Pol. Affettiompuh.you fpeake like a greene girle, 
Vnliftcd in fuch perrilous circumftance. 

Doe you belicue hi* tenders, as you call them ? 

Ophe. I doe not know my Lord what I fhould thinke. 

“TV. Marry I will teach you, thinke your felfe a babie. 
That you haue tane thefe tenders fbrtruepay. 

Which are not ftcrling:tender your felfe more dearely 
Or (not to crack the windcofthcpoorcphrafe) 

Wrong it thus, youle tender me a foole. 

Ophe . My Lord he hath importun’d me with louc i 

In honorable fafhien. 

’Pol. I,fa(hion you may call it,go to, go to, 

Ophe . And hathgiuen countenance tohisfpeech 
My Lord, with almoft all the holy vowes of heauen. 

Pol. I,fprings to catch wood-cocks, I doe know 
When the blood burnes,how prodigall the foule 
Lends the tongue vowcs.thcfe blazes daughter 
Giuing more light then heace,excin£ in both 
Euen in their promife,as it is a making 
You muft not tak’t for fire: from this time 
Be fome-thing fcanter of your maiden prefence 
Set your intreatments at a higher rate 
Then a command to parle ; for Lord Hamlet, 

Belieuc fo much in him, that he is young. 

And with a larger ted er may he walke 
Then may be giuen you : in few Ophelia, 

Doe not belicue his vowes,fbr they are brokers 
Notof that die which their inueftments fhow 
Butmcereimplorators of vnhojy fuites, 

Breathing likefan&ified and pious bonds 

The better to beguile : this is for all, 

fyvould notin plaine termes from this time foorth 



Prime ofDenmarke* 

Haue you fo (launder any moments lealure 
As to giue words or talke with the Lord Hamlet, 

Looke toot I charge you, come your wayes. 

Ophe. I (hall obey my Lord. Exeunt* 

Enter Elamlet , Horatio, and Marcellas. 

Ham. The ayre bites fhroudly, it is very colde. 

H ora. It is nipping , and an eager ayre. 

H am. What hour now? 

H ora. Ithinkeitlackesoftwelue. 

Mar. No, it is ftrooke 

1 lor. Indeede ; I heard it not, it then drawes neere the fealon 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walke ^ Florijh of tram. 

What does this meane my Lord ? pets and z, pieces goes of 

Ham. The King doth walke to night and takes his lowfc. 
Kecpes waflell and the fwaggring vp- fpnng reeles t 
And as he diair.es his dtafts ofRtnnifhdowne, 

The kettle drurcme and trumpet, thus bray out 
The triumph ofbis pledge. 

H ora. Isicacuftomc? 

Hi? m, I many id. 

But to my mind, though I am natiue heere 
And to the manner borne, it is a cuftome 

More honcurd in the breach, then tbeobferuance. 

This heauy-headed rcuellc Eaft and Weft 
Makes vs tradu’ed an d taxed of other Nations, 

They clip vs drunkards and with fwiniihphrafe 
Soyleouraddition, and indeed it takes 
From our atchieuemcms, though perform'd at height 
The pith and marow of our attribute, 

So oft it chances in particuler men. 

That for fome' vitious mole of nature in them 
As in their birth wherein they arc not guilty, 

(Sine nature cannot choofe his origen)' 

By their ore-grow th offome complexion 
Oft breaking downe the Pales and Forts ofreafon, 
i by fome habi'erhat toomuch ore-leaucns 



The forme of plaufiue manners, that thefe men 
Carrying 1 fay the fiamp of one defe& 








The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Being Natures liuery, or Fortunes ftarre. 

His Vcrtues els be they as pure as grace. 

As infinic as man may vndergoe, 

ShaUinthcgenerall cenfure take corruption 
.From that particular fault : the dram of cafe 
Doth all the noble fubflance of a doubt 
To his ownc fcandali, 

Enter Ghofl. 

H ora. Looke my Lord it comes. 

H am. Angels and Minifters of grace defend vs 1 
Be thou a fpirit of health, or goblin damn’d. 

Bring with theeayres from heauen, or blafts from hell. 

Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 

Thou corn’d jn fuch a queftionable fhape. 

That l will fpcaketo thee. He call thee Hamlet , 

King, father, royall Dane, b anfwere mee. 

Let mee not burd iisignorance, but tell 
Why thy Canoniz’d bones hearfed in death 
Haue burd their cerements ? why the Sepulcher, 

Wherein wee faw thee quietly interrd 
Hath op’t his ponderous and marble iawes r 
To cad thee vp againe? what may this meane 
That thou dead corfe, againe in compleat deele 
Reuifites thus the glimfcs of the Moonc, 

Making night hideous, and weefooles of nature 

So horridly to drake our difpofition 

With thoughtes beyond the reaches of our foufes. 

Say why is this, wherefore, what fhonld wee doe ? Beck). 

Hera-. Ir beckons you to goe away, with it 
Asifitforae impartmcntSid defire. 

To you alone. 

<JMar. Looke with what curteous a&ion 
It waues you to a more remooued ground. 

But doe not goe with it. 

H ora. No, by nomeanes. 

H am. It will not fpeake, then I will follow it* 

Hera' Doe not my Lord. 

H am. WhyPwhat fhould bee the fcare, 

I doe notfet my life at apinnes fee, 3? 



Prince of Denmark*. 

And for my foule,what can it doe to that 
Being a thing immortall as it felfe; 

It waues me forth againe, 11c follow it. 

H era. What if it tempt you towards the Mood my Lord, 
Or to the dreadfull fomnet of the eleefe 
That bettels ore his bafe into the fea, 

An d there afliime fome other horrible forme 
Which might depriue your foueraignty of reafon. 

And draw you into madncfTe,thinke of it. 

The very place puts toyes ofdefperation 
Without more motiue,into eucry braine 
That Iookes fo many fadoms to the fea 
And hearcs it rore beneath. 

Haw. It waues me Hill, 

Goe on, lie follow tine. 

Mar. You (hall not goe my Lord, 
j Ham, Hold ofyour hands. 

H ora. Be rul’d,you fhall not goe. 

H am. My fate cries out 



And makes each petty artyre in this body 
As hardy as the Ncmean Lyons neruc; 

Still am I cald,vnhand me Gentlemen 
By heauen lie make a Ghoft of him that lets me, 

I fay away,goe one, lie follow thee. Exit qheft andHam/et. 

tior. He waxes defperate with imagination. 

Cfkirr. Lets follow, tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Hera. Haue after, to what iffue will this come? 

Mar. Something is rotten in the fiatc ofDcnmarfc* 

Heauen will dirc& ic. 

Mar. Nay lets follow him. Exeunt 



Ham. I will. 

Ghoft. Myhoureisalmoftcome 
Ham. Alafle pooie Ghoft, 






The Tragedy of Hamlet 
Ghoji. Pitty me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 

to what l iball vnfold. 

Hum. Speake I am bound to here, 

Chofi. So art thou to rcueuge.when thou ftnitheare. 
Hxm. What? 

Ghofi, I am thy fathers rpvrit, 

Doomd for a certaine tearme to walke the night. 

And for the day confind to faft in fires, 

Till the foule crimes done in my dates of nature 
Are burnt and purg’d away : but that I am forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my prifon-houfe, 

I could a tale vnfolde whole lighted word 
Would harrow vp thy foule,frceze thy youngblood, 
Make thy two eyes like ftars flare from their fpheres, 

Thv knotted and combined locks to part. 

And each particular haire to>flaftd an end, 

L ke qmls vponthe fearefull Porpentine? 

But this eternall blazon muft not be 
To eares offlefh and blood lift,lift,0 lift. 

If thou did ft euer thy dearc father loue. 

H am. OGod. 

Ghofi. Reuenge hisfoule,and raoft Tnnaturallmurther. 
H am. Murthcr, 

Ghofi. Murther moft foule, as in the beft it is, 

But this’moft foule, ftrange and vnnaturall. 

H am. Haft me to know 1 1 , that I with wings as fwifc> 

As meditation, or thethoughts of Loue 
May fweepeto my reuenge. 

Ghofi I find thee apt. 

And duller fhouldeft thou be then the fat weede 
That vootes it fclfe in eafe on Lethe wh.arffe, 

Would ft thou notfturrc in this j now Hamlet hcare, 

Tis giuen out,that fleeping in my Orchard, 

A Serpent ftung me,lo the whole careofDenmarke 
Is by a forged procellc of my death 
Ranckely abufedrbut kno w thou noble Youth, 

The Serpen t that did fling thy fathers life 
Now weareshis Crowne. 

H am. Q my propheukc foule ! my Vncle? 



Trnce ofDcttwarie. 

Ghofi. I that incefiuous,that adulterate beaft. 

With witchraft off is wits/with trayterous gifts, 

O wicked wit, and giftes that haue the power 
So to feducc j wonne to his fbamfull luft 
The will of my moft feeming vertuous Qucencj 

0 Hamlet , what falling off was there 
From me whofe leue was of that dignity 
That it went hand in hand,euen with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage, and to decline 
Vpon a wretch whofe natutall gifts were poore, 

To thofeofmine; but vertue asitneucr will be mooued. 
Though lewdnelfe court it in a fhape ofheauen 
So but the ugh to a radiant Angle linckt. 

Will fort it felfe in a ccleftiall bed 
And pray on garbage. 

But fofc,methinkes Ifcenttbe morning ayre, 

Bt'icfe let me be ; fleeping within my Orchard, 

My cuftome alwayes of the afternoone, 

Vpon my fecure houre,thy Vncletto'e 
With iuyee of curfed Hebona in a viall, 

And in the porches of my eares did poure; 

The leaprcus diftilment, whofe effetft 
Holds fuch an enmity with blood of man, 

Thatfwiftas quickfilueritcourfesthrough 

The naturall gates and allies of the body. 

And with a fodaine vigour it doth poflefTc 
And curdc like eager droppings into mtlke 
The thin and wholfome bloodjfo did it mine 
And a moft inftanr tetter barkt about 
Moft I azerlike with vile and lothfcme cruft 
All my fmooth body. 

Thus was I fleeing by a brothers hand, 

Ut hrCjOf Crowne,of Queene at once difpatcht, 
v Uf r ^ c " cn jP tbc bloflomes of my finne, 

Vnnuzied,difappointed,vn-anucId, 

w°/k C n n ' ng made ’ bi,cfcnt c °my account 
With all my ^mperfeaions on my head, 

O horrible O horrible,moft horrible. 

If thou haft nature in thee beareic not 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Let not the royallbed of Denmarke be * 

A couch for luxury and damned inceft. 

But howfomcuerthon purfues thisaft. 

Taint not thy minde,nor let thy foule continue 
Againft thy mother ought, leaue hecto heauen. 

And to thoie thornes that in her bofome lodge 
To pricke and ftmg hcr.-fare thee well at once. 

The Gloworme fhewes the marine to be ncere 
And gins to pale his vneffe&uall fire, 

Adiew,adiew,adiew,rememberme. 

H am. O all you hoft ofheauen’.O carthlwhat elfe, 
And fhall I coupple helfO fie!hold,my heart. 

And you my finnowesjgrow not inftantold. 

But beare me fwifcly vp,*remember thee, 

1 thou poore Ghod whiles memory holds a featc 
In thisdiftra&ed globe, remember thee. 

Yea, from the table of my memory 
lie wipe away all triuiall fond records. 

All fawe of bookes,all formes,all preffurcs pad 
That youth and obferuation coppied there. 

And thy commandement all alone fhall liue. 
Within the booke and volume ofmy braine 
Vnmixt with bafer matter, yes by heauen. 

O moft prenicious woman. 

O villaine,villaine, fmiling damned villaine, 

My tables, meet it is I fet itdowne 

That one may fmile and fmile,and be a villaine. 

At lead l am fure it may be fo in Denmarke. 

So Vncle, there you are,now to my word. 

It is adew,adew,rcmember me. 

I hauefworn’t. 

Enter Herat io, and LMarcellns. 
Hora. My Lord,my Lord. 

Lord Hamlet . 
fkra. Heauens iecurehim, 

Ham. So be it. 

Mar, Jllo,ho,ho,my Lord. 

Ham. Hillo,ho,ho,boy come, and come. 



Mar. How i’ft my noble Lord ? 

H ora. 0,wonderfu!l! 

1 \or. Good my Lord tell it. 

Ham. No,you will reueale it. 

H ora. Not I my Lord by heauen,' 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. 

H am. How fay you then, would hart of man once thinkc ir» 
But you’lcbe fecret. 

Both. I by heauen. 

Ham. There's neuer a villaine, 

Dwelling in all Denmarke 
But hee*s an arrant knaue. 

H era. There needs bo Ghod my Lord, come from the craus 
To tell vs this. 

Ham. Why right, you are in the right. 

And fo without more circumftance at all 
I hold it fit that we fhakc hands and parr/ 

You, as your bufineffe and defire fhall point you, 

For euery man hath bufinefle and defire 
Such as it is,and for my ownc poore part 
I will goc pray. 

Hora. Thefe are but wilde and whurling words my Lor . 

Yeffahh hartily >fry ^ ° tfcnd y ° U hea «i J 7» 

Hora. There’s no offence my Lord 

Aiulrnii T eS > Saint PaM < but there is Horatio, 

And much offence to,touching this vifion heere 

Jt is an honed Ghofi,tbat Jet me tell you, 

For your defire to know what is betWeene rs, 

: re_maifte r t as you may, and now good friends 
As you are friends, fcholkrs, and fouldiers ’ 
tjiue me onepoore requeft. 

Hor,*. What rd my Lord,we will. 

Ham. Nay but fwear’t* 

Hora . .In faith my Lord not!. 

Nor 1 my Lord in faith.. 






The Tt*g*k 1 rtni ’ ct 

Ham. Vppon my fword. 

Mar. Wee hauc fworne my Lord already. 

H am. Indeed vppon my fword, indeed. 

Ghofi crjes vnder the Stage. 

\\lm. Ha. ha, boy, fay'ft thou fo, art thoti there true pehny ? 
Come on, you heare this fellow in the Scllerige, 
Confenctofwearc. 

H ora, Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Neuer to fpeakc ot'this that you haue feene, 

Sweare by my fwoid. 

Ghofi. Sweare, . .. , 

H am hie, & vbicj ne, then week fhift our ground : 

Come hether Gentlemen 

And lay your hands againc vpon my fword, 

Sweare by my fword , 

Neuer to fpeakeof this that you naue heard. 

Ghofi. Sweare by his fword. .... 

H am. Well faid old Mole, canft workeit h earth tofatt, 
A worthy Pioner once more remooue good friends. 

H ora. O dav and night, but this is wondrous ftrange. 

H am. And therefore as a fttangergiue it welcome, 

There are more thinges in heauen and earth Horatio 

Then are dream’c of in your Philo fophy : but come 

Hcere as before, neuer fo helpe you mercy, 

/How ftrange or odde fomere I beavc my lelre. 

As I perchance heereatter fhail thinke meets* 

To put an Antike difpofitionon 
That you atfuch tirnesfeeing mee, neuer mail 
With armes incombred thus, or this head lhaKe, 

Or by pronouncing of fome doubtfull phrafe, 

As, well, well wee know, or wee could and if vvW wou , 
Or ifwee lift to fpeake, or there be and i! they might, 

Or fuch ambiguous giuing out, to note) 

That you knowe ought of mee , this d>lwearc. 

So grace and mercy at your moft neede helpe you. 

Ghofi ‘''weare. . _ . 

H am. Reft, reft perturbed fpir.t : fo Gentlemen, 

i - ■ — «-* — — 1 — — - " 



Prface of Denmark?* 

And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is. 

May doe t’exprefle h.s loue and Lending to you 
God willing fhall not lacked et vs goe in together. 
And Aid your fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out ot ioynt.O curfed fpight! 

That euer 1 was borne to let it right. 

Nay come, lets goe together. Exeunt, 



Enter eld r Polonitts,with his man or two. 

*J>ol. Giue him this mony,and thefe two notes Repaid o 
Rey. I will my Lord. 

‘Tol. You (ball doe maruelous wifely good Reynalao, 
Before you vifite him, to make inquire, 

Ofhis behauiour. 

Rey. My Lcrd,I did intend it. 

Tol. Mary well faid, very well faid, looke you fir. 
Enquire me fi.ft what Dmskro are in Paris. 

And how, a d who, what mcancs,and wherethey kcepe. 
What company.at wh’t txpence.and tin ling , 

By this encompafment and driftofq'ieftion 
That they doeknow my fonne,co neyou more necrer 
Then your perticuler demaunds will tuch it. 

Take you as t were fome diftant knowledge of him. 

As thus,Iknow his father,and his friends. 

And in part him,doe you marke this Reynaldol 
Rey, I, very well my Lord. 

Pol, And in part him, but you may fay, not well. 

But y’fr be he I meane,hee’ s very wilde, 

Addiifted fo and fo, ar.d there pur on him 
What forgeriesyou pleafe, marry none fo ranck 
As n»ay difhonour him, take heed of that. 

But fir.fuch wanton, wild.and vfua'l flips, 

As are companions noted and moft know nc 
To youth and liocrtie. 

Rey. As gaming my Loird. 
c - 'Pol . j,or drinking,fcnc.ng,fwearing, 

Qii v. rclii;,g grabbing, you may goe fo farre. 

Key. My Lord, that .would dillionour him, 

Pol. Fay th as you may feafon it in tnc charge. 



The Tragedie <?/“Hainlet 

You muft not put another fcandall on him. 

That he is open to iticominency, 

That’s not my meaning, but breath his faults To quently 
Thatthcy may feeme the taints of liberty, 

ThefSalh and out-bieake ofafiery mind, 

A fauagencs in vm eclamed blood. 

Of gene rail aflaulf. 

Rey. But my good Lord.^ 

P ol. Wherefor fhould you doe this? 

Rey. I my Lord, I would know that. 

P ol. Marry lir,heer’s my drift. 

And I beleeue it is a fetch ofwit, 

You laying thefc flight fullics on my fonne 
As t were a thing a little foyld with walking, 

Maikc you, your party in conucrfe,him you would found 
Hauing euerfeene in theprenominat crimes 
The youth you breath ol guilty, be aflur’d 
He clo r es with you in this cofcquence, 

Good fir,(orfo,^or friend or Gentleman, 

According to the phrafc,orthe addition 
Of man and country. 

R ey. Very good my Lord. 

P el. And then fir doos a this, a doos.-what was I about to fay? 
By the maffe I was about to fay fomething. 

Where did Heaue? 

R<ry. At clofes in the confluence. 

P ol. At clofes in the confcquencc,I marry. 

He clofes thus, I know the Gentleman 
Ifaw himyefterday,orth’other day. 

Or then, or then.witli fuc-h or fuch.and as you fay, 

There w'as a gaming there, or tooke in’srovvfe. 

There falling out at Tennis>or perchance 
1 faw him enter fuch or.fuch ahoufe of fale, 
Vidctizet,abrothelI 3 orfo fourth, fee you now. 

Your bait offalfhooditake thiscarpeofrruth. 

And thus doe we of w'ifdome.and of reach. 

With windlefTesrand with aflaies of bias. 

By indire&s find dire&ions out, 

So by my former le&ure and adtiifc ^ J( 



- — tmeeef Denmark 

Shall you my fonncjyouhaue me,haucyounot? 

*Ryy» My LordjI haue, 

Pol. God buy yee, far yee well- 

Rey. Good my Lord. 

Pol. Obferue his inclination in your ieue. 

Rey lfhallmy Lord, 

Pol, And let him ply his naufique. 

Rey. Well my Lord. Ex, t Rey. 

Enter Ophelia . 

'Polo. Farwcll. How now Of ie/*i,v»hats the matter? 

Ophe. O my Lord,my Lord, I haue bcene fo affrighted, 

P olo. With what i’th name of God? 

Ophe. My Lord, as l was fowing in my clouet. 

Loro Hamlet with his doublet all vnbrac d. 

No hat vpon his head his fiockins fouled, 

Vngartrcd.arid downe gyred to his ai;kl e, 

Pae as his fhirr,h is kne^s * nocking each othcr 9 
And with a lo^ke fo pitcious in purport 
As if he had becneioofed cut ot hell 
Tofpcake of horrors,he comes before me. 

Volo . Mad for thy louc? 

Ophc t My Lord I do not know* 

But truly I doe feare it. 

Polo, VVhatfaid he? 

Ophe . He tooke me by the wrift,and held me hard, 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme. 

And with his other hand.thus ore his brow. 

He falls to fuch perufall ofmy face 
As a would draw it;long ftayd he fo, 

Ac laft,a little fhaking of mine arme, 

And thrice his head thus wauing vp and downe, 

He raifed a figh fo pictious and profound. 

As it did feeme to fhatter all his bulke. 

And end his being ; that done,he lets me go. 

And with his head oucr his fhoulders turnd 
He feem’d to find his way without his eyes, 

For out a doores he went without their helps, 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 

S *■ 



The Tragedieof Hamlet 

TV. Come, goe with me, I will goe feeke the King, 
This is the very extacy offoue, 

Whofe violent property forgoes it fe'.fe, 

And leads the will to defperac vnu’ertakings 
As oft as any paflions vnder heauen 
That dooes at'ft £1 our natures : I am forty, 

VVhat,hatie you giuen him any hard words oflate? 

Ophe. No my good Lord,but as you did commauod 
I did repell his letters.and denied 
His accefle to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad. 

I am forry,that with better heede and iudgement 
3 had not coted him, I fear’d he did but trifle 
And meant to wraeke thee, but bcfhrow my Ieloufie; 

By heauen it is as proper to our age 
To caft beyond our felues in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger fort 
To lack difcietion ; come, goe we to the King, 

This muft be knowne,wbich becir.g kept clofe,might motie 
More griefe to hide,then hate to vtter loue, 

Come. Exeunt. 

Florifl}, Enter K ng and Queene,Rofencraus and 

Guyldenfterne. 

King. Welcome deere Wofencraus and Guyldenfieme , 
Moreouer,that we much did long to fee you. 

The need we haue to vfe you did prouoke 
Ourhafly fending, fomething haue you heard 
Of Hamlets transformation fo call it, 

Sith nor th’exterior,nor the inward man 
Rcfcmbles that it was, what it fliould be, 

More then his fathers death, that thus hath put him. 

So much from the’vndetflanding ofhimfelic 
Icannnot dreameof; l entreat you both, 

1 hatbeeingoffo young dates brought vp with him, 
Andfith fo neighbored to his youth and hau r. 

That you voutfafe your reft heere in our Court 
Some little time, fo by your companies 
To draw him on to pleafures, and to gather 



So much as from occafion you may glean?, 

Whether ought to vs vnkowne affh&s him thu~, 

Thatopend lies within our remedy. • 

q G ood gentlemen, ho hath much talkt ofyou, 

And i re I am,tw o men there are not liutng, 

To vvhome he n >re adheres, if ic will pleafe you 
To (hew vs fo much gentry and good will, 

Asto tx uvi youriime with vs a while. 

For the upply and profit of our hope. 

Your valuation fh a l receiuc fuch thankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

R of. Both your M ait flies 
Might by the foueraigne power you haue of vs. 

Put yout dread pleafures more into commaund 
Then to intreaty. 

Guyl. But wc both obey, 

And here g ; ue vp our felues in the full bent, 

To lay our feruice freey at your feete ^ 

King* Thankes TlofinfrattSi and gentle GHyluenJterre, 
Quee. Thankes Guy Idenjl erne ,a u d gentle iKofcencratif* 
Andlbcfeechyou inftantly to vifite 
My too much changed IpnncsgfijB (oine o you 
And bring theft gentlemen vyhe^e Hamlet is. 

GuyL Heauens make our pieience and out pi apices 
Pleafar.t and helpfull to him. 

Q^e. I Amen. ExeuxtRof.and Guy Id* 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. Th'embaflfadors liom Norway my good Lord, 
Are joyfully returod. 

Kin*, Thou ft li haft beene the father of good nevves. 
Pol Haue I mv Lord ? I aflhre my jood Liege 
I hold my duty as I hold my fou!e» 

BvJth to my God, and to my gracious King; 

And l doe thinke,or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the trayleofpoliciefo fure 
As it hath vfd to doe,that I haue found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacy. 

King. O fpeake of that >that do 1 long to heare, 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Polo, Giue firtt admittance to th'embaffadors, 

My newes (hall be the frute to that great fcaft. 

King. Thy felfe doe grace to them, and bring them in. 
He tells me my decree : Cjertrud he hath found 
The head and fource of all your fonnes dirtempefa 
Quee . I doubt it is no other but the maine. 

His fathers death, and our hafty marriage* 

Enter Embaffadors. '■ 

King. Well, we {hall fift him, welcome my good friend 
Say Voltemand , what from our brother Norway* 

Volte. Moll faire rcturne of greetings and defires; 
Vpon our firft,hc fent out to fupprelfe 
His Nephews leuies, which to him appeard 
To be a preparation gaintt the ^Pollack*, 

But better lookt into,he truly found 
It was againftyour highnefle,whereat gwreu’d 
That fohis fickne{fe,age,and impotence 
Was falfcly borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fortcn fcajfijW hich he in breeft obeyes, 

Receiues rebuke from Norway , and in fine. 

Makes row before his Vncle 3 neuer more 
To giueth affay of Armcs againft your Maieftys 
Whereon old Norway ouercome with ioy, 

Giues him threefcore thoufand cro wnes in anuall fee, 
And his commtffion to imploy thofe fouldiers, 
Soleuicd(as bcfore)agavhtt the P ollacke % 

With an entreaty herein further i hone. 

That it might pleale you to giue quiet paffe 
Through your dominions for this enterprife 
On fuch regards offafety and allowance' 

As therein are fet downe. 

King. It likes vs-weli. 

And at our more confidered time,wee?le read, 
Anfwer,and thinke vpon this bufincs: 

Meanc time, we thanke you for your well tooke labour, 
Goe to your reri,at night wcele feari together, 

Mori welcome home, Exeunt Entbaffadcrs, 

P*A This bufines is well ended, 




My Liege and Maddam, to expoftulate 
What maiefty fhould be, what duety is, ^ 

Why day is day, night night, and lime is time. 
Were nothing but to wait night, day, and time, 
the foule of wit, 

atd floriihe& 



Why day is day, 

Therefore breuityis 
And tedioufnes the limmes and outw; 

I will be breete your noble fonne h mad : 

Mad call I it, for to define true madnes. 

What ifi but to be nothing elfe but mad? 

But let that goe. 

Qnee. More matter with lenc art. 

<7 >oL Maddam, I fweare I vfe no art at all. 

That hee’s mad tis true, us true, tis piety. 

And pitty tis, tis true, a foolilh figure. 

But farewell it, for I will vfe no art. 

Mad let vs grant him then, and now remames 
That wee find out the caufe of this eflfeft. 

Or rather fay the caufe of this defeft 
For this effeft defectiue comes by caufe : 

Thus it remaines and.the remainder thus 
Perpend, 

I haue a daughter, haue while fhe is mine. 

Who in her duety and obedience, marke. 

Hath gmen me this, now gather and furmife. 

To the CeleBia/lanA my for ks Idolythe mofi beau* 
ttfed Ophelia, that s an ill phrafe , a vile phraf j 
beautified is a vik phrafe , but yon Jhall heare : thus 
in her excellent white bofome . theft &c. 

Q nee. Came this, from Hamlet to her ? 

VoL Good Maddam riay awhile, ,1 will befaithfull, 
Dou r -t thou the (1 ar res are fire ^ Letter . 

Do^bt that the Sunnc doth moorte , 



The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

A-s they fell out by time, by tneanes, and place. 

All giuen to mine eare. 

King. But how hath flie receiu d his loue ? 

IV.°What doe you thinke of me? ! 

King. As of a man faithfull and honorable, 

P ol. I would faine proue fo, but what might you thinke 
When 1 had feene this hot loue on the wing? 

As I perceiu’d it ( I muft tell you that). 

Before my Daughter told me, what might you, 

Ormy deare Maielly your Queene heere thinke, 

If I had plaid the Deske, orTable booke, 

Or giuen my heart a working mute and dumbe. 

Or lookt vppon this loue with idle fight, 

What might you thinke ? no, I went round to worke, 

And my yong Millrific this 1 did befpeake, 

Lord H amlet is a Prince out of thy ftarre. 

This mull not bee : and then 1 preferipts gaue her 
That fhc fhould locke her feife from his r,.fort. 

Admit no meffengers,rcceiue no tokens. 

Which done fhe tooke the fruites of my aduife. 

And hee repel d.a fhort talc to make, 

Fell into a iadnes, then into a fall. 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weskenefle. 

Thence to lightnes, and by this declenfioa, 

Into the madnes wherein now hee raues. 

And all wee moimie lor. 

King. Doe you thinke this } 

Quee. It may bee very like. 

p ol. Hath there becne fuch a time, l would faine know thst, 
That I haue pofittuely faid, tis fo, 

When it proa’d otherwife? 

King. Not that I know'. 

P ol. Take th's, from this, if this be otherwife, 
Ifcircumllanccs leademee, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeedc 
Wi'hin theCenrer. 

Kig. How may wee try it farther ? , 

Pol. . You know fometimes hee walkes foure boures toget e 
Heere in the Lobby. 



Prince of Venmarhe» 

Owe. Soe he does indeede. _ 1 * „ 

%. At fuch a time; ile loofemy daughter to him. 

Be vou and I behind an Arras then, - .r. 

Marke the encounter, if he loue her not. 

And bee not from his reafon faine thereon 

Let me be no affiftant for a ftate 

But keepe a farme and carters. 

King. Wee will trye it . - _ r • ? ■ - 

* Enternamlet. . 

Quee, But looke where fadly the poore wretch comes reading 
pt/. a way, I doe befeech you both away. Extt Kmg and Quee. 

lie bord him prcfently.oh giue me lcaue. 

How does my good Lord H amleti . • . 

Ham. Well, God a mercy, 

Pol. Doe you know me my Lord? 

H am. Excellent wcll,you are a Fifhmonger, 

Tol. Not I my Lord. , 

H am. Then I would you were fo hqnelt a man. . 

Pol. Honeftmy Lord. 

Ham. I fir to be honeft as this world goes, 

Is to be one man pickt out of tenne thoufand, 

Tol. That’s very true my Lord. ■ , 

H am. For iftbc funne breed maggots in a dead dpgge, being 
a good killing carrion. Haue you a daughter? 

Tol. I haue my Lord. 

H am. Let her not walke i’th Sunne , conception is a blefing. 
But as your daughter may conccauc/riend looke to t, 

Pol. How fay you by that, Hill harping on my daughter, yet he 
knew m^ not at firft, a fayd I was a Filhmonger , a is farre gone, 
andtruelyinmyyoutb, I fuffred much cxti emity for loue , very 
neere this. Ile fpeake to him againe. What doe you read my 
Lord. 

H am. Words, words, words. 

Tol. What is the matter my Lord, 

H am. Bctweenewho. 

Pol, I meane the matter that you read my Lord., 

H am. Slanders fir;for the fatericail rogue hues here , that old 
men haue gray beards, that their faces are wrinck'cd, their eyes 
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The Tragedy c/ Hamlet 

tifull lackc of wit , together with tnofl weake hams, all which fit 
though I moft po werfully and potently belieue , yet I hold it not 
honefty to haueit thus fet downe,for your felfe fir fhall growokl 
as I am ; iflike a Crab you could goe baekeward. 

Po/. Though this be madneffc, yet there is method in’ t.wil you 
walkcour of the ayremy Lord- 
H am. Into my graue. 

Vo/o. Indcede that’s out of the ayre ; how pregnant fometbts i 
his replies arc,a happines that often madnes hits on, which reafoa 
and fanfticy could not fo profperoufly be dliuered of. I will leauc 
him and my daughtcr.My Lord, l wi 1 cake my leauc otyou. 

H.*w.You cannot take from me any thing that l will not more 
willingly pari withall ; except my life , except my life,except »y 
Jif c# Enter (j/nlderfierne t and Rofoneraus , 

p olo. Fare you well my Lord, . 

Ham . Thcfe tedious old fooles. 
p olo, Yougoetofceke the Lord ffoWcr, there he is. 

R of. God faueyoufir. 

Guyl. My honor’d Lord, 

Rof. My moft deerc Lord. 

H am. My exelent good friends, ho v doft thou gttilderJlemJ 
A Rofencraut } good lads how doe you both? 

Rof. As theindiffetent children of the earth. 

Guyl. Happy, in that we are not cucr happy on Fortunes lap, 
We arc not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the foies of her fhooe. 

Rof. Neither my Lord, 

H^w.Thenyou hue about her waft.orin the middle o. herta* 
Guyl, Faith her priu ates we. ( u0,s ‘ 

H^.In the fecret parts offortune,oh moft true, ftie is a ftrumpet 

What newes? 

'Rof. None my Lord, but the worlds gcownchoneft. 

H am. Then is Doomcs day necre,but your newes is not true; 
But in the beaten way of friendfoip.what make you at Elfonom- 
Rof Tovifityoumy Lord.no other occafion. , 

H«w.Begger that I am,I am euer poore in thankes.but I chant 
you, and Cure deare friends, my thankes are too deare a halfpeuy- 
were you not fentfor?is it yourowne inclining? is it a free vim * 
tion?come,come,dealc iuftly with m c,coms,come,nay fpeaxc. 



Vim. MY thing but tat b hauc not 

- w - 

fentfor y oU * , - 

H ** *' th ; ' 

mee whether you were fent for or no- 

Shane an eytofyou, ifyoulouc me hold not off- j 
f£ anticipation jO* y Jg 

ftoKeollL. but wherefotelltnow not, loft all any nnnh,| 

£„ ,11 cuftotne ofetercifo, and indeede it goo, foe hcautly w.th| 
mydifpoficion , that this goodly frame the ear* , fecmes tomec ajlj 
fterillpromoptoric, this moft excellent Onopie the,ay^O^| 
you , thisbraue ore-hanged firmament, this maiefiicall Iroofe fietj, 
ted with golden fire, why it appear* nothing to meebut atouldi 
and peftilent congregation of vapours. What peece ofworke is al 
man, how noble in reafon, how infinit in faculties, in forme and^. J 
moouing, l.ow exprefle and admirable in a&ion, how like an An- 

cell in apprehension, how like a God : the beauty of the world ; th< 
parragon of Annimales,and yet to mee, what is this Quinteifonce 
duft f man delights not mcc nor woman neither , though by you|| 
fmilingyoufcemetofay fo» , . ™ 

R 0 f My Lord there was no fuch ft >ffe in my thoughts, 

H am. Why did yce laugh then, when Ifaid man'delights noting 
R of. To thinkc my Lord if you delight not in man, what Lentoij 
entertainement the players .ftaal receiue from you, weecotedther 
on the way , and hether a* the coming to offer you feruicc. 

H am. He that playes the King fhal be w elcome , his Maiefty ftii, 
hauc tribute on mee, the aduenteroiis Knight flial vfe his foyle anL, 
target, the loucr ftial not fing gratis, the humorous man dial end Hffi 
part in-peace and the Lad^ .ftial fay, her mind freely : or the blank ' 
verfe fi-nl haultfor’t. What players are they ? , 

R of. Eu *n thofe you were wont to take fuch delight In, the Tragi| 
diansof * ‘Cictv. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
Ham. How 'chances it the tratiaile ? their residence both in repu. 
tation and profit was better both wayes. 

Rof. I thinke their inhibition 1 , comes by the meants of the 
late innouation. 

H am. Do the hold the fame effimation they did when I was 

in the City ■ are they fo followed? 

Rof. No indeede arc they not. 

Warn. It is not very ftrange.for my Vhcle is King ofDenmafke 
Scthofe that would make mouths at him while my father liued, 
giue twehty, forty, fifty, a hundred duckets a peece, for his Pic- 
ture in little : s’bloud there is fometbing in this more then na- 
turail, if Philofophy could find it out. A Florijh. 

Guyl. There are the players • = ' 

Ham. Geritfemenyou aire‘ welcome to Elfonoure, your hands, 
come then th'apportenance of welcome is faftiion andeeremo- 
nie ; let mee comply with you in this garb ? let my extent to the 
players, which I tell you muft fhowe fayrely outwards, fliould 
more appeare like entertainement then yours? you are wclco’mei 
but myVncle-father, and Aunt-mother, are deceaued. 

Gujl.ln what my deare Lord. 

Ham. I am but mad North North weft; when the wind is Sou- 
therly, I know a Hauke, from a hand-faw. 

Enter Polonius. 

EPof. Well be With you Gentlemen. 

H am. Hark you Guyldenfterne, & you to, are each eare a hearer, 
that great baby as you fee is not vet out of his fwa'dling clouts. 

Rof. Happily he is thc fecond time corac to them, for they fay 
an old man is twice a child.. 

Ham. I will prophecy that he comes to tell me of theplayers; 
marke it, you fay rightfif a Monday morning t was then indeed. 

Pol. MyLordlhauenewestocellyou. 

H am, My Lord l hauenevves to tell you : when Roffrn was 
an AftorinRome. 

Eol. The Aftors are come hether my Lord. 

H am. Buz(|buz, 

Voly Vppon my. honor. 

Ham. Then came each Adtorondiis AfTe. ' 

Vol. The beftaffors id the world,eithcr for Tragedy,Comedy, 
HiftoryjPaftoralljPaftorall-Com: call, Hiftorlcal-Paftorall,j«me 






Prime ofDetimtirhe. 

indeuidable, or Poem vnlimited. Seneca cannot bee too lieauy, 
nor P lautns too light for the lawe of writ,and the liberty : theie 

aretheonely men. , 

Uam.OIeftha Judge ofIfraell,what a treafure hadlt thou? 

Vol What a trealure had he my Lord? 

H am. Why one faire daughter and no more, the which hee Io- 

ued palling well. 

Vol, Still on my daughter* 

Ham. Am I not i\h right old leptha 

Vol. What followes then my Lord 

H am* Why as by lot God wot,and then you know it came to 
paff^as moft like it was ; the firlt rowe of the pious ebanfon will 
fhow you more, for looke where my abridgment comes. 

Enter the Players . 

Ham, You are welcome maifter$,welcome all , I am glad to lee 
thee well, welcome good friends, oh old friend, why thy face is 
valanc d fince I faw thee laft,com’ft thou to beard me inDemark? 
what my young lady and Miftris, by lady your ladifhippe is 
nererto heauen, then when I faw you laft by the altitude of a 
chopine, pray God yourvoycc like a peece of vneurrant gold, 
bee not crackt within the ring rmaifters you are all welcome, 
weelecnto't like friendly Faukners, flie at any thing wee fee, 
weele hat* a fpeech ftraitc, come giue vs atafte of your quality , 
come a piffionatc ipcech. 

P layer, VVhatTpeech my good lord ? 

Ham. I heard thee fpeake me a fpeech once, but it was neucrac- 
ted,or if it was,not about once , for the play I remember plcrafd 
not the million, t’was cahiary to the general, but it was as I recei- 
ued it & others, whofe iudgments in luch matters cried in the top 
of mine, an excellent play, well digefted in the feenes , fet downe 
wit h as much modefty as cun nitig. 1 remember jone fayd there 
were no fallets in the Jinxes , to make ihc matter : fauory , nor no 
matter in the phrafe that might indite the author of affe&ion, 
buccald it an honeft method, as wholefomeas fweet y Sc by very 
much,more handfome then finet one fpeech in’t /•chiefly loued, 
t was zAEneas talke co Dido,&l thereabout of icefpeif ally .-.when 
he fpeakes of P riams Hauo liter, if it 1 i u ei n y our in emery begin at 
this line, let me fee, let me fe t h s rugg T h ircanian 
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The Tritgedieof Hamlet 

Belli., tis noc it begins with tyrrfow.The ruggedP/V rim, bee 
whofe fable armes, 

BIncke as his purpofe did the night relemble. 

When hec lay couched in th’omir.ous horfe. 

Hath now this dread and b'ack completion fmeard, 

W th heraldy move difmali head to foote. 

Now is hce totall Gules, hon idly crickt 

W:th blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Bak’d and err, balled with the parching ftreetes 
Than lend a tirranous and a damned light 
To their Lords number, rolled in wrath and hrtf. 

And thus ore-cifed with coagulate g°j[ e * 

With eyes like Carbunckles, the hellifh V yrrhm 
Old grandfire P rum fcek.es ; fo proceed you. 

p Jj Foregod ray Lord well fpoken, with good accent and 
VUy. Anon fwfiods him , . fjpoddlfciMM. 

Striking too fliort at Greekcs, his antteke fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lies where it fals. 

Repugnant to command ; vnequall matcht, 

Virrhas at Priam driues, in rage ftrikes wide. 

But with the whiffeand wind of his fell lword, 

Th’vnnciucd father falls ... 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming top 
Stoopcs to his bafe ; and with a hiddious crafli 
Takes prifonerPirr^#/ carc,for lo his fword 
Which was declining onthe milkie head 
Of reuerent Pmw, leem'd i’th ayte to Sack, 

So as a painted tiraht Pirrbtts flood • 

Like a newtrall to his will and matter, 

Did nothing: 

But as wee often fee againft fome florme, 

Afilenceinthc heauens, the racke ftand ftili. 

The bould winds fpecchlefle, and the orbe be.ovve 
As huCh as death, anone the dread full thunder 
Doth rend the region, fo after p irrhtu paufe, 

A rowfed vengeance fees him new a wor»vC> 

And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall, 

On Marfes Armor forg’d for proofe etetne, 

With leffereraorfe then pirrbtts bleeding fword 








"Prince cf "Denm&rbe. 

Out, out, thou Hrumpec Fortunelall you gods, 

In gcnerall finod take away her power, 

Breake all the fpokcs,and folks from her whcele. 

And boulc the round nauc downe the hill ofheauen 
As low e as to the fiends. 

Polo. This is too long. 

H a . it ibal to the barbers with your beardjprethee lay on,ne $ 
for a Iig,or a^tale of bawdry ,or be fleepes,fay on, come to Yiechva, 

P/^.Buc who, a woe,had fecnc the mobled Queene, 

H am. Themoblcd Qucenc. 

P olo. That’s good. . . a 

'Flay. Runne barefoote vp and dovvne,threatmng the name* 
With \ x jfon rhume, a clout vpon that head 
Where late the Diadem flood, and for a robe. 

About her lanck and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blancket in the alarmc of feare caught vp. 

Who this had feene, with tongue in venom fleepv 
Gainft fortunes Aate would trcafbn haue pronounc d* 

But if the gods themfclues did fee her then, 

When fhe law Pirhus make malicious fport 
In mincing with his fword her husbands limmcf, 

The inflant burftofcl amor that (he made, t 
Vnlefle things moitall mooue them not at all, 

Would haue made milch the burning eyes of heauen 
And paffion in the gods, 

/V.Looke where he has not turned his collour,and has teares 
ins eyes prethee no more, 

H^tf.Tis welljlc haue thee fpcake out the reft of thisfoone, 
good my Lord will you Teethe players well be flowed ; doc you 
hcare, let them be well vied, for they are the abflradt and breefe 
Chronicles of the time ; after your death you were better haue a 
bad Epitaph then their ill report while you liue. 

Pol, My Lord,I will vfe them according to their defers 

Warn] Gods bodkin man, much better, vfe euery man after his 
defert, and who fhall fcape whipping.vfe them after your owne 
honour and dignity , the leffe diey deferuethe moremerrit i» 
in your bounty. Jake them ii% 

Pol . Come firs, i 

HflJgllow him friendsAveelcjicrc .a play to morroyvjdoft thou 
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, The Tragedy of Hamlet 

■heart me old friend, can you play the murther of Gottzago} 
P/.-n', 1 my Lord. 

H am. Wecle han’t to morrow nighqyou could for need ftudy 
a ipccch of ibme-dofen lines, or fixcecne lines, which 1 would fet 
downe and infert in’t:could you not? 

P lay. I my Lord. • ... 

B*w.' Very well, follow that Lord , and looke youmockehira 
not. My good friends, He Icauc you till night,you ye welcome 
to Elfoaoure . Exeunt Vol.and P layers, 

Rof. Good my Lord. Exit, 

H am, I fo,God buy to you,now I am alone, 

O what a rogue and pefant flauc an I! 

Is it not monftrous that this player heere 
But in a fixion,in a dreame of pafTion 
Could force his foule fo to his owne conceit 

That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Teares in his cyes,diftraidion in his afpeft,. 

A broken voyce,and his. whole fundi ion futing 
With formes to his coflceitjand all for nothing. 

For Hecuba , 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to her. 

That he fhould weepe for hcr?what would he doe 

Had he themotiue,and that forpafoon 

That 1 haue ? he would drowne the ftege with teares, 

And clcaue the generall care with horrid fpeech. 

Make mad the guilty, and appeal e the free 
Confound the ignorant,and amaze indeed, o. ■ . 

The very faculties ofeyes and earesjyct L 
A dull and muddy mettled raskall peake. 

Like M#-a-drearnes, vnpregnant of my caufe, 

And can fay nothing;nonot for a King, 

Vpon whofe property and moft dearelife, 

A damn’d defeate was made .- am I a coward. 

Who calls me villaine.breakes my pate acrofle, 
Plucke.offmy beard, and blowcs it in my face, 

Twekes me by the nofc 5 giues me the lie i tn throat? 

As deepe as co the lunges.- who does me this, 

Hah's’ wounds I fhould take it.: for it cannot be 
R..t-1-am oidpion liuerd.andlacke gall 
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Prince of Dentnttrke^ " 

Prompted to try reuengc dv heauen and hell, 

!.,n f k( . a whore vnpack my heart with words. 

And fall a curling like a very dvabbe ; a ftallion, fie vppont, o . 
About my braines , hum, I haue heard, 

Thar guilty creatures fitting at a play, 

Haueby the very cunning of the fcenc, 

Beene ftrookc fo to the foule, that patently 
Thtv haue proclaim’d their nialetadhons . 

Formutther though ithaue no tongue w.llfpo^ce 
With moft miraculous organ . lie haue thefe Pla> ers 
Play fomthing like the murther of my father 
Before mine Vncle, lie obferue bis lookes, 

He tent him to the qoicke, if a do blench 
1 know my courfe. The fpirit that I haue-feewe 
May be adiuell, and the diueil hath power 
T’affume a pleafing fhape; yea and perhaps. 

Out of my weaken dTc and my melancholiy, 

As hee is very potent with fuch fpints,. 

Ahufes mce to damne mce ; lie haue grounds 
More relatiue then this t the play’s the thing _ # 

Wherein lie catch the conference oi the King, Exit. 

Enter King, Volomus, Ophelia , Rofencratis, Gu)L 

denflerne , Lords 

King. And can you by no drift of conference 
Get fron|jbim why heeputson this confu (ion. 

Grating fo harfhly all his day es of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacie ? 

Rof He dooes confeflc he fecleshimfelfe diftra&cd, 

But from what caufe ayyillby nomcanes fpeake, 

Gujl. Nor do w r ee find him forward to be founded, 

But with a crafty madnes keepes aloofe 

When yve would bring him on to fome confeffion 




or no: 



The Tragedy of HamL. 

Of his true ftate. 

Qgee, Die! he receiueyou well? 

Rif Molt like a gentleman. 

Cuyl. But with much forcing of his dilpofition. 

| ; Rof Niggard of queftion,but ofour demands 
; Mott free in his reply. 

Quee. Did you a flay him to any paflime? 

"Rof Maddam,it fo fell out thatcertaine Players 
1 w c pre-i aught, on the way, of thefe we told him, 
j And there did l'ecme in him a kind of ioy 
: To hcare ofit i they are hecre about the Court, 

And as Jchinke, they haue already order 
1 his night to play before him. 

Pol. Tis i no ft true, 

And he befeechtmeto 
To heart and fee the matter. 

King With a!l my heart. 

And it doth much content me 
if: To heare him lo inclin’d. 

; Go °d gentlemen giuc him a futher edge* 

And dnue his purpofe into thele delimits 
Rof. Wefhall my Lord. Exeunt Vpj-w 
King. Sweet Qertrardjzzue vs two. 

For we haue clofely fent for H \amlet hethcr. 

That he as t’wereby acccdent.may heerc 

Affront Ophelia;het father and my fe’fe, 

Wce’le fo beftow out felues,tbac feeing vnfeene. 

We may oftheir encounter franckelyiudee. 

And gather by him as he is behau’d, 

;||i Ift be thafflirflion ofhis 
That thus he 

■Qee> I fhall obey you. 

And for my part Ophelia, l 
' That your good beauties be the happy 
Of wildnes/o Thai! I hope your vertues 

Will bring him to his wonted way a^ainc 
. ; ,To both your honours. ° * 

Ophe. Maddam,I wifh it may. 

, Pol. Ophelia vvalke you heer.ctgracious fo pleafe yet 




Prince ofDenmarke, 

We will beftow our felues;reade on this booke. 

That fliow of fuch an excrcifc may collour 
Yourlowlineffejwe are oft too blame in this, 

Tis too much proou’d.that with dcuotiohs vifage 
And pious a6lion,we doc fugar oic 
The Diuell himfelfe. 

King, Otis too true, 

How fmart a lafh that fpeech doth giue my confidence 51 
The harlots cheeke beautied with plaftring art, 

Is notmore ougly to the thing that helps it. 

Then is my deede to my moft painted word: 

Oheauy burthen: 

Enter Hamlet , 

Vol. I hearc him comming, with-draw my Lord. 

Wan. To be, or not to be,that is the queftion. 
Whether tis nobler in the mindc to fuffer 
The flings and arrowes of outragious fortune. 

Or to take Armes againft a fea of troubles. 

And by oppofing.end them:To die to fleepe 
Nomoretnnd by a fleepe, to lay wcend 
Thehart-akc,and thethoufand naturall fhocks 
Thatflcfli isheire to ; tis a confumation 
Deuoutly to be wiflit to die to fleepe. 

To fleepe, perchance to dreame,! there’s the rub. 

For in that fleepe of death what dreame* may come? 
When we haue fliuffled off this mot tall coyle 
Muft giue vs paufe, there’s the refpedt 
That makes calamity of fo long life: 

For who would bcare the whips and {comes of time, 
Th’opprcflors wrong ,the proude mans contumely. 

The pangs ofoffice,and the lawes delay, 
Thcinfolenceof office, and the fpu ncs 
That patient merrit of th’vn worthy takes, 

W hen himfelfe might his quietas make 
With a bare bodkinjwho would fardels beare. 

To grunt and fweat vnder a weary life? 

Bu t that the dread of fomething after death. 

The vndifeouer’d country ,fiom whole borne 





The Tragedy of Ha mice 
No trauailer rcturnes.puzzels the will. 

And makes vs rather beare thofe ills we haue. 

Then flic to others that wee know not of. 

Thus confcience dooes make cowards. 

And thus the natiue hiew of refolution 
Isfickled ore with the pale cart of thought. 

And enterprifes of great pitch and moment, 

With this regard theircurrentstume awry. 

And loofe the name of action. Soft you now. 

The fairc Ophelia , Nimph in thy orizons 
Be all my finnes remembred. 

Ophe. Good my Lord, 

How dooes your honour for this many a day/ 

H am. I humbly thankeyou;well. 

Ophe, My Lord,! haue remembrances of yours 
That I haue longedlongto re-ddiuer, 

I pray you now receiue them. 

H am. No,not 1,1 ncuer gaue you ought. 

Ophe. My honor'd Lord/you know right well you did, 

And with them words offo fweet breath compofd 
As made thefe things mote lich/thcir perfume loft, 

Take thefe againe.for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poorc when giuers prooue vnkioci, 

There my Lord, 

Warn. Ha, ha, areyou honeft. 

Oph. My Lord. 

Have. Are you faire? 

Ophe. What meanes your Lordfliip/ 

H am. That if you be honeft and faire,you fhould admit 
po difeourfe to your beauty. 

Oph, Could beauty my Lord haue better comerce 
Then with honeftyf 

H am. I truely,for the power of beauty will fooner tranfforme ho- 
Hefty from what it is to a baude, then the force ofhonefty can trad- 
1 ace beauty into his likcncffc,this was fometiine a paradox, but now 
the tiinegiu-es it prcnfe,I didioue you once. : 

Oph. Indeed tny Lord yeu made me beleeue fo. 

Haw. You fhould not haue beleeu d me,for vertue cannot fo 
cuacuat our oid fbck,buc wc flutt relifh of it : I loued you not, 




Privet of Demur ke. 

h£’ Getthee "tiunry. : why would'ft then be a bre eder of ftn- 
am my fclfe indifferent honeft, but yet I could accufe mec of 
r h thines that it were better my Mother had not borne mee : I am 
Uch v f ncn^efull,ambitious,\vith moie offences at my becke, 

Khaue thoughts to putthem in.imagmatio to giue them fhape, 
ortim- to aft them imwhat IV.ould fuch fellowes as oo crauling be- 
tweere earth and heauet^we arc arrant knaues be eeue none of v . 
go chy waies to a Nunry , Whet s your father/ 

. Ophe .Ac home my Lord- 

Let the doers be fhutvpon him, ^ 

That he may play the foole no where but .at sownehoufe. 

Farewell. 

rie, be thou as chart as yce,as pure as fcow, 

Iumw set thee to a Nunry, farewell. Or if thou wilt needs ma y, , 
marry a^oolc, for wife men know well enough .what monfttrs you 
make of them-, to a Nunry goe.ancl quickly to,farwe 1. 

Ophe. Hcaucnly powers reftcre him, 

H am. 1 haue heard of your paintings well enough, ^ Ji thgu 

uen you one face,and you make your fc'fes another you gig and am- 
ble/and you lift you nickname Gods crcaturs , and make your wan- j 
tonnes ignorance ; goe to, He no more on t « hath made me madde 
3 fay we will haue no mo marriage, thofe that are married already,^, 
but one fhal hue, the reft frail keep as they nre.*io a Nunry go, x* » 
Ophe. O what a noble mind is teeie othrpwne. 

Th e cour t ier s j fo u 1 d i er s ; .fc ho ! • cr s ,ey e, t o n gu e ? 1 w o r , 

Thexpedation^and Rofe ot the faire ftate* 

The glafle of tafrion^and the mould of forme* 

Tliobferu’d ofall obieruer^quite. quite downe 3 
And 1 of Ladies mod deied and vyretened. 

That fuckc the huny of his muiicki v.owes; 

Now fee what noble and molt foueraigne reafrn 
Like fweet bells iangled out of time 3 and harfr. 

That vnroaccht forme and flature of blowne youth 
Blafted with extacy.O wo is me 
Thauc fcenc what 1 haue feene/se what I fee, 
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Enter King and Vslonim. 

King. Louerhis affections doe not that wav tend 
Nor what he fpake, though it Jackt forme a little, ’ 

V, as not hkemadncsjtheres fomething fo his foule 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood. 

And I doe doubt, the hatch and the difcJofe 
Will be fome dangcr;which for to preuent, 

I haue in quick determination 
f Thus fet downe.-hc ffiall with fpeed to England, 
j ^ or thed.emaund ofour negledtcd tribute. 

Haply the feas,and countries different. 

With variable obic&s,fhall cxpell 
This fomething fctlcd matRpr in hishart, 

Whereon his braines till beating 
Puts him thus from faliion ofhimfclfe. 

What thinkc you on’t? 

Poi, It flrail doc weil, 

Bucyetdoe I bcleeue the origen and comencement of it 
Sprung from neglected Ioue .• how now Ophelia} 

You neede not tell vs what Lord Hamlet laid. 

We heard it all: my Lord, doe as you pleafe, 

But if you hold it fit,aftcr the play. 

Let his Queene-mother all alone intreate him 
To ffiow his griefedet her be round with him. 

And lie be plac d(fo pleafe you )vi the eare 
Of all-their conference.-if fhc find him nor, 

ToEngiand fend hitn:or confine him where 
Your vvifedome beft fhall chinkc. 

King. It iliall be fo, 

Madncsiugreaconesmuftnotvnmatcht goe. 



Exeunt. 



Enter Hamlet y and three of the Players. 

, ']i kiunt. -peake the ipeech I pray you as I pronounc'd it to you, trip* 
ffngly on the tongue,but if you mouth ic as many ofour Players do, 
had asliue the townccryer fpoke my lines, nor doc notfaw the aite 
oo much with your hind thus, but vfc all gently, for in the- very tor* 
;||j temped, and as { rnay lay, whirlwind ofyourpaffi on, you mnft 
cquire and beget a temperance, that may giueitfmoothnclfc, Oit 
, jffend s me to, the foule, to heare a robulbous perwig-pated felloe 



Prince of Denmark?. 

tere a paffion to totters, to very rags,to fplcet the eares of the ground 
lings , who for the mod part are capable of nothing but inexplicable 
dumbe Ihevycs,and noyfeil would haue fiich a fellow whipt for ore- 
dooing Tern-ngant ; it out Hcrods Herod, pray you auoydeit. 

P lay. I vairantyour honour, 

H am. Be not too came neither, but let your ©wn.e diferetion bee 
your tutor, futc the action to the word,the word to the action, with 
this fpeciall obferu.mce , that you ore-fteppe not the modefty of na- 
ture : For anything fo ore-doone, is from the purpofc of playing, 
whole end both ac the firft , and now , was and is, to hold as twere 
theMirrour vp to naturepo fhew vertue her feacureffcome her own 
l Image, and the very age and body of the time his forme and preflure.* 

Now tnisouer-done, or come trady cflfthough it makes the vnskil- 
fullJaugh, cannot but makethe judicious greeue, the cenfurc of 
which one, muff in your allowance orerweigh a whole Theater of o- 
thers. O there bee Players that I haue feene play , and heard others 
prayfd,and that high!y,not to fpeake it prophanely, that neither ba- 
uing th’acccnt ofChriffians, northegatcofChriftian, Pagan, nor 
mao, haue fo flrutted and bellowed, that I haue thought fome of Na- 
tures lournemen had made men,and not made them wcll,they imita- 
ted huma nit y fo abominably. 

P lay. I hope we haue reform’d that indifferently with vs. 

H^.O^fbnne it altogether, and let thofe that play your clownes 
fpeake no niore then is fet downe for them, for there be of them that 
will themfelues laugh, to fet on fome quantity of barraine fpedfators 
to laugh to > though in the meant time , fome necc flary queffion of 
the play be then to be considered ithat’s vi!lanous,and flhewes a moft 
pittifull ambidon in the foole that vies it: goe make you ready.How 
now my Lord: will the King heare :\ : s peece of worked 



Enter Ho!ontus,GuyldcnJlerne,and Rofencraus , 

P ol. And the Queene to, and that prefendy, 

Ham.Hid the PJaiers make haft.Wrl you two help to haftea them, 
Rof. I my Lord Exeunt thofe two. 

Ham. Whathow,Hum/c7. Enter Horatio. 

Hora. Heere fweete Lord,at yourferutce. 

Ham , Horatioyhou artcen as iuft a man 
As ere my conuerfation copt withal). 

Hora. 0 my deere Lord. 





The Tragedy o/Ham\t , c 

Nay, do not thinke I flatter, 

For what aduancetnent may I hope from thee 

That no reuenew hail but thy good fpirits 

To feedeand cloathethee, why fhould the poore be fiattred? 

No, let the candied tongue lick obfurd pompe. 

And crookc the pregnant hinges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fanning, dooft thou heare, 

Since my decre foule was miilris of her choyce, 

And could of men diftinguifh her ele&ion 
S hath feald thee for her felfe, for thou haft beene 
As one in fuffering all that fulfers nothing, 

A man that Fortunes buffets and rewards 

Haft tane with equall thankes ; and bleft are thofe 

W’nofe blou I and judgement arc fo well comedlcid. 

That they are not a pipe for Fortunes finger 
To found what ftoppe fhee pleafe : giue me that man 
That is not pa(Iton5flaue,a(id I wilt weave him 
/In my hearts core, I in my heart of heart 
As 1 do thee. Something too much of this. 

There is a play to night before the King, 

One feene of it comes necre the circumftance 
Which I hauetold thee of my fathers death, 

I prethee when thou feeft that a£t afoote, 

Euen with the very comment of thy foule 
Obferue my Vhcle, if his occulted guilt 
Doe not it felfe vnkcnnill in one fpeech, 

It is a damned Ghoft that wee haue feene. 

And my imaginations are as foule 
As UhI cans ftithy ; giue him hecdfuU note 
For I mine eyes will riuet to his face. 

And after wee will both our judgements ioync 
In cenfure ofhis kem ng, 

H ora.. Well my Lord, 

If a fteale ought the w'nilft this ^1 ay is playing 
And fcape detedlcd, I will pay the theft. 

Enter trumpets and Kettle Drummes , King, Qutene, 
Polonies, Ophelia. 

Ham. They are comming to the play. I muft be idle,. 



Prime of Denmark* 

Get you 8 place. 

King. How fearcs our coufin Hamlet ? 

H am. Excellent yfaith. 

Of theCamclionsdifhjl eatethc ayre, 

Promif’Cram’d,you cannot feede Capons fo. 

jCmg. I haue nothing with this aunfwer Hamlet, 

Thefe words are not mine. 

H am. No, nor mine now my Lord. 

You playd once i’th Vniuerfity you fay, 

Pol. That did I my Lord, and was accounted a good Actor, 
H ant. What did you enad? 

Tol. I did enad Iulitts C*far,l was kild i’th Capitall. 



Bmushld me, 

H am. It was a 



brute part of him to kill fo Capitall a caifethere* 



Be the Players ready? 

Rof. I my Lord, they flay vpon your patience. 

Ger. Come hether my deare Hamlet fit by me. 

Ham. No good mother hcere’s mettle more attra&iue, 
Tol. 0,oh,doe you marke that. 

Ham. Lady fhall I licin your lap? 

Ophe. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant country matters? 

Ophe . I thinke nothing my Lord. 

H am. That’s a fairc thought to lye betweene maydes legs. 



Ophe. What is my Lord? 

Ham, Nothing. 

Ophe. You are merry my Lord. 

H am. Who If 
Oph. I my Lord. 

H am. O Godlyour onely Iigge-maker,what flioutd a man do but 
be merry, for look e you how cheerfully my Mother lookes, and my 
father died within’stwohowres. 



Ophe. Nay.tis twice two months my Lord. 

Ham , So long.nay then let the diuell weare black;e,for lie hauea 
fute offablesjO heauens,die two months ago.and not forgotten yet, 
then there s hope a great mans memory may out-liue his lifehalfea 
yeare, but ber Lady a muft build Churches then, or elfeihall a fuller 
not thingkingon.with the Hobby-hotfe.whofe Epitaph i*,forO,fos 
0,the hobby-horle is forgot. 



The Tragedy of Hamlet | 
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The Trumpets found. Dnmbc [how follows. 

Enter a King and a Queene . the Queene embracing him^and he her he y 
jS takes her vp,and declines his head vppon her necke,hc lies him downe vp m S 
H 1 1 pon a ban eke of flowers y fie feeing him a fleepejeaues him ; anon corns in 1 
; an other man stakes ojfhis crown e y kjjfrs it. pours poyfin in the fleeter s ilj 
f| cares, and leave shim: the Queene resumes K finds the King dead, makeg ij 
% 1 1 paffionate attion,the poy finer with fime three or foure comes in agme, * 

: feeme to condole with her,\the dead body is carried away f he poi finer wscs ) 

!' k the Queenewith gifts, fhe feemes harfh awhile, but in the end accepts lm % 






life! 
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Oph. What meanes this my Lord ? 

Warn. Marry this munching Mal/tco,\i mcanes mifehiefe. 

Opb. Belike this fhow imports theargument of the play. 

H a w. We fhall know by this fellow. Enter prologut, 

The players cannot keepe they’le tell all. 

Ophe. Will a tell us what this Ihow meant i 

H am. I or any (how that you will fbow him, be not you afhanid 
to fhow heele not ftume to tell you what it meanes, 

Oph. You are naught, you are naught, He marke the play. 

"Prologue. For vs and lor our Tragedie, 

Heere fiooping to your clemencie. 

We begge your hearing patiently. 

H am. Is this a Prologue or the pofic of a ling ? 

Ophe. Tis breefemy Lord. 

H am. As womans louc. 

Enter Knig and Queene . 

"King. Full thirty times hath Vhcehus Cart gone round 
Neptunes fait wafh, and Tdlus orb’d the ground, 

Andthirey dofen mooncs with borrowed fhecne 
About the world hauc times twclue thirties beene 
Since louc our hearts, and H ymen did our hands 
Vnite comutuall in moftfaered bands, 

Quee. So many iouraeyes may the Sunne and Moonc 
Make vs againe count ore ere loue bee doone, 

But yvoe is me you are fo fickc of late. 

So farre from cheere, and from our former ftate. 

That I diftruft you, yet though I diftruft, 

Difcomfort you my Lord it nothing muft. • ||$h 



— srjtrtit vj i/vw/w 

For women feare too mucb,euen as they loue. 

And womens feare and loue hold quantity. 

Either none, in neither ought, or in extremity, 

How what my Lord is p oofe hath made you know, 

And as my loue is ciz tt,my feare is fo. 

Where loue is great,thclitleftboubts arc feare, 

Where little feares grow great, great louc growes there. 

King. Faith 1 muft leaue thee loue, and fhortljr to. 

My operant powers their fun&ions leaue to do # 

And thou (halt liue in this fare world behind, 

Honord,beloud,and haply one as kind. 

For husband flhalt thou. 

Quee. O confound the reft. 

Such loue muft needes be treafon in my breft. 

In fecond husband let me be accurft, — . . » 

None wed the fecond, but. who. kild the firft. | 

The mftances that fecond marriage moue wormwood. 

Are bafe refpe&s of thiift,but but none of louc, 

A fecond time I kill my husband dead, 

When fecond husband kiffes me in bed. . 

King, I doe beleeue you thinke what now you fpeakc, 

But what we doe determine,oft we breake, 

Pnrpofe is but the flaue to memory* 

Ofviolcnc birch, but poore validity. 

Which now the fruicc vnripe fticks on the tree. 

But fall vnfhaken when they mellow. bee. 

Moft neceflary tis that we forget 
To pay our felucs wlvat to our felues is debt, 

What to our felues in paflion we propofc* 

Thepaffion ending, doth the purpofelofe. 

The violence of either,griefe, or ioy. 

Their owne enna££uies with themfelues defiroy, 

Where ioy moft reuels,griefe doth moft lament, 

Greefe ioy , ioy griefes,on flender accedent, 

This world is not for aye, nor tis not ftrange. 

That euen ourloues fhould with our fortunes change. 

For tis a queftion left vs yet to pro^ie. 

Whether loue lead fortune, or clfe fortune loue. $ 

The great man downc,you raarkc his fauourite flics* 
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The p oore aduanced makes friends of enemies, 
i And hetheroo doth louc on fortune tend, 

, f For who not needs, fhall neuerlacke a friend, 
s And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

I It ji Diredlly feafons him his enemie. 

But orderly to end where I begunne, 

| Our willes and fates doe fo contrary runne, 

That our deuiccs Hill areouerthrowne, 

! Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our ownc, 

Sorhinke thou wilt no fccond husband wed, 

L Bu t die thy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead. 

Q*fe.Nor eartli to me giue foode, nor heauen light, 

Sport and repofe lock from mee day* and nighty 
To defperation turne my trnftand hope. 

And Anchors cheere in prifon be my fc ope, 

£ach oppofite that blanckes the faceofioy, 

Meete what I would haue well, and it deftroy. 

Both hecre and hence purfuc me Jailing ftrife, Haw. Iffhe fhould 
II once 1 bee a widdow, eucr I be a wife. breakcicnovv 

Ki»g. Tis deepely fworne,fwc« Jeaue mee heare a while. 

My fpirits grow dull and faine I would beguyle 
The tedious day with lleepe, 

Quee, Sleepe rock thy braine. 

And neuer come mifebauce betwixt vs twane. Exeunt. 

Ham, Maddam, how like you this play? 

I The Lady doth protefl too much me thinkes. 

1 H am. O but Ihce’lekeepe her word. 

King . Haue you heard the argument ? is there no offence in't ? 
Ham. No.no.ehey do but icll,poyfon in ieffno offence i th world. 
King, What do you call the play ? 

Ham, The Mouletrap.mary how tropically, this play is the Image 
>f a murthcr done in Vienna , Garbage is the Dukes name , his wife 
t Buptttta , you fhall fee ahone, tis a knauilh pecceof worke,but what 
' fit that ? your maielly and we fhall haue free loules,it touches vs nor, 
et thegatiled lade winch, our withers are vn wrung. This isoneZs- 
' ianuty Nephew to the King. 

Enter Lucianus. 

Oph, You are as good as a Chorus my Lord. 

I could interpret becwccneyou and your louc 
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^ ragg rrtnee of Denmark** 

If 1 could fee th e puppits dallying. 

Ophe. You aiekeene my Lord, you are kcene. 

\iam- It would coll you a groning to take off mine edge. 

Oph. Still better and worfe. • ' ; 

H_. We So you miftake your husbands. Beginne murthcrer, leau 
thy damnable faces and beging, come, the crokingRauen doth bel 

l0V zi°e. Thoughts black, hands apt, druggesfitand time agreeing, 
Confiderat feafon els no creature feeing. 

Thou mixture rancke, of midnight weeds collected. 

With Hecats ban thrice blafted, thrice infected, 

Thy natuiallmagicke, and dire property. 

On wholcfome life vfurps immediately. _ 

Ham. A poy Ions him i’th Garden for his ellate, his names Gonxa- 
ro, the fiory is extant and written in very choice Italian, you lhallfee 
anon how the murthercr gets the louc of Gonxatgoes wife. 

Oph. The King rifes. 

Quee. How fares my Lord ? 

Vo/. Giue ore the play. 

King Giue me fome light, away. 

<] * 0 l. Lights, lights, lights. Exeunt, all but Ham, anaHorattos 
Ham. Why let the llroken deerc goe weepc. 

The Hart vngauled play. 

For fome mull watch whihl fome mud fteepe, 

Thus runnes the world away. Would not this fir and a forrefl of-ca 
thers, if the reft of my fortunes turne Turke with me, with prouinci 
all A’ofeSjOn my raz’d ftiooes, get me a tellowftiip in a cty of players 
Hora. Halfe a Chare. 

Ham, A whole one I. 

For thou doff know oh Damon dee tc 
This Re iltne di man tied was 
Of louc hiinfelfe, and now raignes hecre- 
Avery very paioek. 

H ora. You might haue rim’d. 

Ham. Ogood Horatio y lie take the Ghoftswotdfot a thoulatl 
pound. Didftpcrceaue? 

Hora. Very well my Lord. 

H am- Yppon the talke of the poyfoning* 

Hora. I did very well note him* 
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Ham, Ah ha,comefotrre mufique,eotfi the Recorders^ 

?orifche King like not the Comedy, 

Why then belike he it not perdy. 

;omc,lonae mufique, 

. ; * ■ &nter Rofencraus , Guyldenfterne, 

Guyl. Good cny LordjVoutfafe me a word with you. 

Ha?n. Sir a whole hiftory. 

Cju^ The King (in 

H am. 1 (ir,what of him? v 

Guyl \ Is in his retirement meruailous diftempred. 

Ham. With drinkc fir? 

Guyl. No my lord, with chollcr, 

Warn. Yout wifedomc fhould (hew it felfe more richer to fignifie 
• his to the Dodfor,for,for me to put him to his purgation,would per- 
haps plunge him into morecholler. 

(juyl. Good my Lord put your difcourle into fome frame, 

Ipnd flare not fo wildly from my affaire. 

Ham. I am ramc fir, pronounce. 

i| GuiL The Q^eene your mother in moftgreac affli&ion of fpirit, 
|iath fent me to you. 
i Ham, You arewelcome. 

G»/4Nay good rny Lotd, this curtefie is not of the right breed, if 
lit Thai) p!ea(e you to make me a whdfotne aunfwer , I will doeycur 
bothers commaundemeat, if nor, yourpatdon and my returns, £M 
be the end ofbufines. 

Ham. Sir I cannot. 

Rof. What my Lord. 

Ham, Make you a wholfome anfwer, my wits difeafcl^but fir/uch 
jinfwerc as I can make, you fhail eommaund,or rather as you fay,ray 
[nother, therefore no morc,but to the mactcr,my mother you fay. 

Rof. Then thus (lie faies, your behauiour hath ftrooke her into a- 
frazement and admiration. 

H am. O wonderful fonne that can fo ffonifh a mother! but is 
yhcre noTequdl at the hccies of this mothers admiration^ impart. 
.fo/?Shc defires to fpcake with you mherclofet ere you go to bed. 
1 H^We (hall obey,vverc (lie ten times our mother, haue you any 
jrther trade with vs? 

Rof my Lord you once did loue me. 

H dm. And doe ftili by thefe pickers and dealers# 
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Vr/nce of Denmnrke. 
r , ,r Good my Lord, what isyourcaufe of diftemper, you do Jure-, 
ly baric thedoorevpon your ovvnc liberty, if you deny your grief es 
to your friend. 

Warn. Sir llacke aduancement, 
p 0 f How can that be when you haue the voyceoftheKing hirn- 
feife for your fuccelsion in Denm trke. 

Enter the Players with Recorders . • • • 

H am, I fir, but while the graffegrovves^hc prouerbe is fometluna 
i TtU fty,oh the Recorders, let me fee one,co withdraw with you/why 
do you yoe about to recoucr the wind of me, as if you would drmc 

meinto a toyle ? , . 

Guyl O my lord if my duty be too boldly lone is too vnmanerly, 
H am. I do not well vndei (land that, will you play vpon this pipe f 
Guyl , My Lord I cannot. 

H am. I pray you. 

Guyl . Beleeue me I cannot. 

H am. Ibcfeech you. 

Guyl ♦ I know no touch ofit my Lord# 

H am. It is as efie as lying \ gouerne thefe ventages with your fin 
gers, and the vmbcr.^iue it breath with your mouthy and it willdif 
courfe moft eloquent mufique, lookeyou,]thcfe are the ftoppes. 

guyl. But thefe cannot I commaand to any vtrance ofharmoni 
I haue not the (kill. 

Ham, Why looke you now ho w yn worthy a thing you make , 
me, you would play vpon me, you would feeme to know my flop- 
you wculd plucke out the hart of my mificrie , you would found me 
from my lowed note to my compaflc, and rhere is much mufique ex; 
cellec voice in this little organ, yet cannot you make it fpeak, s bloo 
do you thinkc I am eafier to be plaid on then a pipe, call me what i 
ftrum:nt you wil,though you fret me not, you cannot play vpon m 
Cod blcfle you fir„ 

Enter Volonius. 

P ol \ My Lord the Queenc wouM fpeake with you,& prefentl 
H am. Do you fee youder cloud that’s almoft in (hape of a Came 
P ol, By*th maffe and tislike a Camcll indeede. 

Ham. Me thinkes it is like a Wezelh 
^Pol, Tt is black like a Wczell. 

Ham. Or like a Whale. • . 

T°?- Very like a Whale.. 



7 he Tr age die o/Hamlet 
IH f '■ e»i 1 will come to my mother by and by, 
jjjbcy foolcme to the top of my benc,i will ceme by and by, 
Tj.cauc me friends. 

|will,lay fo. By and by is eafily faid, 

Ifisaiow the very witching time of night, 

Vhen Chute) lyards yawne,and hell it felfc breakesout 
l^|f ?°ntagion fo this world : now could I drinke hote blood, 

■j .nd doe fuch bufinefle as the bitter day 
yould quake to looke on : loft, now to my mother, 

, ^ hart lool'e not thy nature! let not cuer, 

‘he foule of A’' ro enter thisfirme bofome! 

; ■ ; iet me be cruell,not vnnaturall, 

; will fpeake dagger to her,but vfe none, 
iy tongue and foule in this be hypocrites, 
low in my words fomeuer fhe be /henr, 

/o giue them leaks neuer my foule con lent. 

;UI 

j:| Enter King, Rofencraus ,<tnd Guyldenfterttt, 

: 'i King. I like him not,nor Hands it fafe with vs 
,'o let his madneffe range,thcrefore prepare you, 
yourcommilfion will forth-with difpatch, 
i nd he to England fhall along with you, 
he termes of our eftate may not endure ut$ 

lazerd fo necr’s as doth hourcly grow, 

Jut of his browes. 

j 1 - Gujk Wewillour Icluesprouide, 

J loft holy and religious feare it is 
10 keepe thofc many many bodies fafe 
j ihat liue and feed vpon yourMaiefty. 
j! Fof. The fingle and peculier life is bound, 
fithall the ftrength and armourof the mind 
k> keepe it lellcfrorn noyance, but much more 
ikat lpirit,vpon whole weale depends and reft* 
tie liues of many, the cefle of Maiefty 
| les not alonejbut /ike a gulfe doth draw 
.hat’s necreit,with it, or it is a maflie whcele 
:t on the Ibmnct of the higheft mount, 

•. whofe hugh (pokes, tenn thoufand IcfTer things 
e mortcift and adioynd, which when it fails,. 



Exit, 
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“ Prtttte ~o} Denmark?. 

Each fmall annexment, pety confequenca 
Attends the boyftrous raine.ncuet alone 
Did the King figh,but a gencrall growne. 

Kmg. Et me you I pray you to this fpcedy voiage. 

For we will fetters put about this feare 
Which now goes too free-footed. 

Rof. We will haft vs* Exeunt Gent, 

Enter Volomtis. 

<7V. My Lordjhe's going to his mothers clofct. 

Behind the Arras Tie conuay my felfc 
To here the profTeffeJ’le warrant flhcc’le tax him home. 

And as you faid,and wifely was it fayd, 

Tis meete that fome more audience then a mother. 

Since nature makes them partiall>fliould orc-hearc 
The fpecch of vantage; fare you well my Leige, 

Tie call vpon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what I know. Exit* 

King. Thankcs deere my Lord. 

0 my otfencc is ranckc,it fmels ro heauen, 

It hath the primall eldell cui fc yppont, 

A brothers murther, pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as fharp as will. 

My ftronger guilt defeats my flronge entent. 

And like a man co double bufincs bound, 

1 (land in paufe where I fhall firft bcgtnne, - 
And both negleil : what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker then it felfe with brothers blood. 

Is there not raine enough in the fweete Heauens 
To wafh it white as fnows> whereto ferues mercy 
But to confront the vifage of offence? 

And what’s in praier but thistwo-fold force. 

To be forestalled ere we come to fall, 

©r pardon being downc,then 1 1c looke vp. 

My faults is paft,but oh! what forme of prayer 
Can feruc my turnefforgiue me my foule murther; 

That cannot be fince I am ftill poffeft 
Ofthofe affefts for which I did the murther; 

My Crowiie,nune owne ambition,and my Qycene; 



The Tragedy of Hamlet 

| May one be pardoned and retain 2 th'offencc? 

I i In the corrupted currents of this world, 

I I Offences guided hand may fhow by iuftice. 

And oft tis fccne tlve wicked ptizeit felfe 

j|i Biiyescu- the hw.but tis not ib about, 

| ij There is no fluid; ng.thcrc the aflion lies 
• In histruenature,and we our fe!ucs compel d 
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults 
I To giue in cuidence: what chen,what refts r 
| Try what repentance can,what can it not, 

| p| Yet what can it, when one cannot repent? 

O wretched ftate,0 bolome blacke as death, 
Olimed foule,that ftruggling to be free, 

, | Artmore ingaged ! helpc Angles make affay, 

I Bovs flubborne knce.vand hart with firings of fteclc, 
; Be loft as finnewes of the new borne babe, 
fif Allmaybewcll. 



Enter Hamlet. 

■' Ham. Now might I doe it, but now a is a praying. 
And now lie doo’t, and fb a goes to heauen, 

II And fo am I rcuendge,that would be fcand 
| ; A villamc kills my father, and for that, 

||I his foie fonne,doe this fame viliaine fend 
j, To heauen. 

|i|p Why.this isbafeand filly.- — . — not reuendge, 

1 1 A tooke mv father grofely ,f ull of b read, 
j I Withall his crimes broad blowr.e as flufh as May, 
i : .j And how his audit Hands who knowes fauc heauen,. 

! But in our circumftancc and courfe of thought, 

/Tis heauy with him: and am. i then reuendged 
!i|To take him in the purging e f his foule, 

|Wbcn lie is fit and icafoncd for his paffage? 



mmo, 

i||Vp fword,and know thou a more horrid hent, 
; j| [When he is drunke,a flcepe.or in his rage, 

1 ■ :[ ;bOr in th-inccftious pleafure ofhis bed, 

, !^At game, a fweariug,or about lome a6V 
pfct has Qo relifli of faluation in t. 

CMfe _ 
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r /7mc i>j usnmarkEl 

Then trip him that his hccle mas kick at heauen, 

And that his foule may be as damnd and blacke 
As hell whereto it goes ; my mother ftaics. 

Thisphificke but prolong* thy fickly daies. 

King. My words fly vp,my thoughts remaine 
Words without thoughts ncuer to hcautn goe. 

Enter Gertrard and Polonitts. 

P olo. A will comcflraitjooke you lay home to 
Tell him his prancks haue beene too broad to bear* 

And that your grace hath fcrcen’d and flood between* 

Much heatc and him, He filcnce me cucn heerc. 

Pray you be round. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ger. lie waite you,fcarc me not, 

With-draw,l hcare him comming. 

Ham. Now mother,whatVthe matter? 

Qer. Afaw/e^thou haft thy father much offended. 

Ham. Mother you haue my father much offended. 

Ger . Come,come,you anfwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham. Goegoe.you queftion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamlett 
Ham. What’s the matter now? 

Ger. Haue you forgot me? 

Ham. No by the rood not lo. 

You are the Queene,your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not fo,you arc my mother. 

Ger. Nay then lie fet thofe to you that can fpcake. 

Ham, Cotnexome.and fit you downe.you lhallnoc bouds 
You goe not till I fet you vp a glaffe 7 1 

Where you may lec the moft part of you, 

Hclpe ho^ 3t C ^ ou < ^ 3e J £ “ 0 u vvilt not murthcr me? 

Volo, What hoe helpe. 

Ham .How no . v ,a Rat, dead for aDuckat/ead. 
Olamflaine. 

Gen O me, what haft thou done? 

Ham. Nay I know noc,U it the King? 
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He Tragedy of Hamlet 

g e r O what a rafr and bloody deede is this. 

Ham A bloody deede, almoft as bad good mother 
As kill a King, and marry with his brother. 

Ger As kill a King. 

Warn. 1 Lady, it was rriyword. 

Thou wretched , rafh, intruding foolc farewell,. 

I tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune. 

Thou find ft to bee too bufie is Come danger. 

Leaue wringing ofydur hands , peace fit you downe. 

And let me wring your heart, for fo I (hall 
; Ir it be made-of penetrable ttuffe. 

If damned cuftome haue nor braid it lb, 

That it be proofc and bulwark againft fence. 

ger. What haue I done, that thou dar’ft wagge thy tongue 
j In tioyfe fo rude againft me ? 

Ham. Such an aft 

■ That blurres the grace and blufhof modeflyj 
Calls vertue hipoent, takdsofthe Rofe 
, From the faire forhead of an innocent loue, 

, And fees ablifter there, makes mariage vowes 
As falfe as dicers oathes. Oh fuch a deed! 

:• Asfromthebodyofcontraftionpluckes 
,| The very fouletand fweet religion makes 
!', A rapfody of words ; heauens face dooes glow 
. Ore this lolidiry and compound mafle 
1 With’heated vi/age, as againft the doome 
jy Is thought-fick at the aft. 

Quee, Ay me what aft? 

Ham. Tnat roarcs fo low’de and thunders in the Index, 

||| Looke here vpon this Pifture, and on this, 
j| The counterfeit preferment of two brothers, 
ijSee what a grace was featedon hisbrowe, 

^Hiperions curies, the front ofloue him-felfe, : ii. • 

j!An cyelike Mats, to thteten and command, 

, jAftacion like the herald Mercury, 
jNew lighted on a hcaue,a kisfing hill, 

]A combination and forme indeed^ 

'Where euery God didfeeme to fet his fcale 



Tegiuc the world allurance of a man. 
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This was your husband, looke you now whatfollowes, 
Heereis your husband like a mildewed eare, 

B!aftin° his wi>olcfome brother :hauc you eyes? 

Could you on this faire mcuncainc leaue to feede. 

And batton on thisMoore ; ha, haue you eyes ? 

You cannot call it loue, for at your age 
The heyday in the blood is tamest s humble. 

And waites vpon the iudgement, and what judgement 
Would ftep from this to this ? fence fore you haue 
His could you not haue motion, butfure that fence 
Is appopltxt, for madnette would not erre 
Nor fcnc to extacie was neere fo thraf d 
But it referu’d fome quantity ofchoyce 
To ferue in fuch a difference. What diuell waft 
That thus hath cofond you at hodmanfrlind ? 

Eyes without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Earcs without hands, or eyes, fmelling fance all. 

Or but a fickly part of one true fence 

Could not fo mope. Oh frame! where is thy blufr ? 

Rebellious hell, 

If thou canft mutine in a Matrons bones, 
Toftammgyouthjlet vertue be as wax 
And melt in her owne fire,proclaime no frame 
When the compulfiucardure giues the charge, 

Since froft it felfe as aftiuely doth buine, 

And reafon pardons will. 

ger. O Hamlet fpeake no more. 

Thou turn’d my very eyes into my foul e. 

And there Ifee fuch black and grecued fpots 
As will leaue thei e their tin’ft. 

Ham, Nay but to line 
In theranckefweatofan inccftuousbcd 
Stewed in corruption, honyingand making loue 
Ouer the nafty ftie. 

Ger. O fpeake to mee no more, 

Thcfe words like daggers enter in my eeres. 

No more fweet Hamlet, 

Ham. A murtherer and a villaine, 

A flauc that is nottwentith part the kyth 

H 
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Kpfyourprcccdcnt Lord.a vice ofKings, 

; A cut-purfc ofthc Empire and the i u!e, 

Thar from a fheife the precious Diadem ftole 
||&ud put it in hispockcr. 

Enter Cjhoft. 



Haw. A King offtmeds and patches, 
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M, , O 

'^aue me and nouerore me with your wings 

You heauenly gards : what would your gratious figure? 

,, ( ip * Kpa'c 

alt 



Ger. Alafle hee's mad. 

Ham. Doc youc not come your tardy Tonne to chide, 
I ;irhatlap’(iin time and paflionlets gne by 
| Tb important adbng of your dread command.O fay! 
ii |f :| Ghcfi, Doe not forget : this vifitation 
; s but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe, 
j>utIookc,amjzement on thy mother fits, 
pftepbetwecnc her,and her fighing foule! 
i -onceit in weakeft bodies firongcli workes, 

‘ pcake to her Hamlet. 

1| Ham. HowisitvvithyouLady? 

1 |f §er. Alafle how i ft with you? 

hat you doe bend your eye on vacancy, 
ffirid with th'incorporall ayre doe hold difeourfe, 

; i oorth at your eyes your fpirrits wildly peep, 
i ,md as the deeping fouldiers in th’alarme, 
jf'ourbeacfcd bairclikelifcin excrements 
i starts vp and ftands an endtO gentle fonne! 
piljlfpon the heateand flame of thy diftemper 
|jbrinc|lecoole patience,w hereon doe you looke? 
ft Ham. On him, on him, Iockc you how' pale he glares, 
II Ps forme and caufc conioyncd.prcachirg to ftoncs 
jould make them capable, doc not looke vpon me, 

£aft wit!) this pittious ailion you conuert 
iiy ftcarne t ffe<fts,tben what } liaue to doe 
! ! if ill want true collour.tcares perchance for blood. 

To whomc doeyou fpcakethit? 
trhm ; Boeyou fee nothing there? 

Nothing at a!l,yet all that is there I fee. 

|pj' ' . iSi .»£ did / ou nothing hearef 
il >» H i nothing but our felues. 
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Prince cf Vex mar he. 

Ham, Why looke you there, looke how it ftcales away. 

My father in his habit as he liuc’d, 

Looke where he goes,euen now out at the portall. Exit Ghoft 
Ger. This is the very coynage of your braine. 

This bodiieffe crcacion,extacy is very cunning in 

Ha v. My pulfe as yours doth tcmperatly kcepc time* 

And makes as healthfuil muficke.it is not madnefle 
Th it I hauc vt tred.brin g me to the teft. 

And the matter will reword, which madnefle 
Would gambole from, Mother for loue of grace. 

Lay not that flattering vmftion to yourfoule 
That not your trcfpafle but my madnefle fpeakes, 

Jc will but skin and filme the vlccrous place. 

Whiles ranckc corruption mining all within 
Infers vnfeenerconfeffe your feltc to hcauen. 

Repent what’s paft,auoyd what is to come. 

And doe not fpread the compofton the weedes 
To make them ranckci-.forgiue me this my vertue. 

For in the fatnefle of thefe purfie times 
V ertuc it fclfe of vice muft pardon beg, 

Yea curbe and vvooefor leaue to doe him good, 

(jer. O HamIet ] x\\o\.\ haft cleft my hart in twaine. 

Ham. O throw away the worfer partofit. 

And leaue the purer with the other haife, 

Cood night, but goc net tomy Vncles bed, 

Aflume a vertueifyouhaueirnot, 

That monfler cuftome,who all fence dotbeate- 
Ofhabits dcuill,is angcll yet in this 
That to the vfe of aiftions faire and good, 

He likewife giues a frocke or Liucry 
That aptly is put on to refraine night,. 

And that fliall lend a kind of eafines 
To the next abftincnce.the next more eafie: 

For vfe almoft can change the ftamp of nature. 

And Maifter the diuell.or throw him out 

With wonderous potency.- once more good eight* 

And when you arc defirous to be bleft, 

JJc blefling beg of you/or this fame Lord 
oe rc P cn t; but hcauen hathpleafd it fo 






The Tr&gtdie 0/Havnlet 

||To punifli me with this, and this with me, 

“ That I muft be their fcourge and miniftcr, 

|i will bellow him and will anfwcr well 
he death I gaue him ; fo againe good night 
1 muft b: cruell onely to be kinde, 

JlThis bad beginnes,and worfcremaincs behind. 

; jOne word more good Lady 
CJer. What fhall 1 dot? 

Ham, Not this by no meancs that I kid you doe, 
';lLet the bio wt King temp’t you againe to bed, 

IPinch wanton on your checke,ca]l you his Moufe, 

| yAndlethimforapaireofrecchy kifles, 

; Or pad ling in your necke with his damn d fingers, 

I i-Make you to roued all this matter out 
i Thar 1 eflentially am notin madneffe, 
i But mad in craft,t were good you let Ivm know. 

For who that's bat a Queene,faire,fober,wife, 
bji Would from apaddack,from abat^a gib, 

| Such deare conceruings bide, who would doe fo, 

'No, in difpight of fence and fecrecy, 
ijjVnpeg the basket on the houfes top c 
| IlLet the birds fly, and like the famous Ape, 

|iTotry conclufions in the basket creepe, 

And breakc your owne necke downc. 

! ;j;*! Ger. Be thou allur’d, if words be made of breath, 

| ’And breath of life,I haue no life to breath 
' l;Whar thou haft fayd tome. 

1 !!|n Ham. I muft to England, you know that, 

; Ger. Alacke I had forgot. 

I ;Ti*s fo concluded on# 

if Haw. Therfs letters feald,and roy twoSchoolefcIlowes, 
1 |WhomI will cruft as I will Adders fang’d, 

I llliiphey beare the mandat, they muft fwccpe my way 
nd marfball me to knauery : let it worke, 
or tis chefport to haue the engincr 
oift with his ovvne petar,an t fhall goc hard 
ut I will delue one yard belowe their mines, 
nd blow them at the Moone ; O tis moft fweecc 
i in one line tWo crafts dire&ly mecte, 



Prince ofDenmnrke* 

This man fhall fet me packing, 
j] e lugge the guts into the neighbour roome; 
Mother good night indeed, this Counfayler 
Is now moftftilfmoft fecret,and moft graue, 
Who was in life a moft foolifh prating knaue. 
Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 
Good night mother. Exit . 



Enter Kwg^and Queenejwith Rofencraus 
and (jyldenflernc . 

King. There’s matter in thefefighes,thefeprofound heauef. 
You muft tranflate^is fit we vnderftand them. 

Where is yourfonne? 

Gert. Beftow this place on vs a little while. 

Ah mine o wne L jrd,wh at haue I fecne to night? 

King What Gertrad , how dooes Hamlet} 

Gert . Mad as the feaand wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier in his lawleffe fit, 

Behind the Arras hearing feme thing ftirre. 

Whips out his Rapier, cry eis a Rat, a Rat, 

And in this brainifh apprehenfion kills 
The vnfeene good old man. 

King, O heauy deed ! 

It had beene fo with vs had we beene therfr, 

His liberty is full of threates to all. 

To you your felfe,to vs, to cuery one, / 

Alas, how fhall this bloody deedebeanfwer’d? 

It will be Iayd to vs,whofe prouidence 
Should haue kept fhor^reftraind^nd out of haunt 
This mad young man;but fo much was our loue. 

We would not vnderftand what was moft fit. 

But like the owner of a foule difeafe 



Tokeepe it from diyulgingjet it feede 
Euenon the pith oflife: where is he gone? 

Gert. To draw apart the body he hath kild. 
Ore whom, his very madneffe like fome ore 
Among amincrall ofmettals bafe, 

Showes it felfe pure, a weepes for what is done. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

HI gjj Sunne no foonct (hall the mountains* touch 

■H But wee will flvppe him hence, and this vile decde 
H 1 ™ e f 0,uft vvith ai[ oiir Maiefly and OciU Enter RoC& Guyld 
fill jBoth countenance and excufe. Ho Guyldenfterne, J ^ " 
1 1 j(§; J^'ends both, goe ioyne you with fome further ayde 
• Hamlet in madnes hath <r Polonms flaine, 

<And from his mothers doflec hath heedrag’d him, 

i Goefeckehim out fpeakefayre and bringlhe body 
, ,;Into the Chappell ; I pray you haft in this, 
jl 1 lljCome Cjertraxd, wee’le call vpour wife A friends, 

"And let them know both what wee meane to do 
' And whats vntimely done, 
l|Whofc whilper ore the worlds Diameter * 
ji As leucll as the Cannon to his blanefc, 

Tranfports his poyfncd fliot, may mille our name, 

J ;And hit the woundlefle ayrc.O come away, 

•My foulc is full of difeord and diimay. ' Exeunt, 

1 1 Enter Hamlet, Kojencraus and others. 

Ham. Safely ftowd, but foft!y,what noyfc, who calls on H mitt > 
O hccre they come# 

j|; Ro f< What hauc you done my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with cluft whereto ic is kin. 

\& R°f* Tell vs where tis that wee may take it thence 
! ' -And beare it to the Chappell. • 

i|r Ham. Donotbelecueit. 

'■ R of. Beleeue what ? 

Ham. That I can keepe your counfaile and not mine owhe, bolides 
^ eo be demaundedof a fpunge , what replication fnouldbemade by 
;j|pe fonne of a King. 

•' H R*/ -Take you me for a fpunge my Lord? 

Warn. I fir, that fokes vp the Kings councenance y his rewards,his 




^authorities, but fuch Officers do the King beft fcruice in the end, he 
l <cepes them like an apple in the corner of bis iawjfirft mouth’d to be 
. (i afl fwallowed, when he needs what you haue gleand,it is but lquce- 
ing you, and fpunge you fiiall be dry againe. 

R of. Ivnderftandyounotmy Lord. 

Ham. I am glad of ir 3 a knauifh fpcech flecpcs in a fbolifh care* 

R My Lord ; youtnuft tell vs where the body is, and go with y$ 
4 |o the King* 




* t *rtv* uj nt # 
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H am. The body is with the King , but the King is not with the j| 
body. The King is a thing. 



Gttyl. A thing my Lord. 

Ham. Of nothing, bring me to him, 

Enter King, and two or three . 

King. I haue Lent to feeke him, and to find the body. 

How dangerous is it thatthis man goes loofe, 

Yetmuftnoc we put the ftrong Law on him, 

Hee’s lou’d of the diflra&ed multitude. 

Who like not in their iudgement,but their eyes. 

And where tis lb, th'offcnders fcourge is wayed 
But neuer the offence : to beare all fmooth and euen, 

Thisfuddaine fending him away muft feeme 
Deliberate paufe,difeafes delperate growne, 

Bydelperate applyanceare relieu’d 
Or not at all. 

Enter Rofencraus and all the reft . 

King. How now, what hath befalise? 

Rof. Where the dead body is beftowd my Lord 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he? 

Rof. Without my Lord, guarded to know your pleafurc. 

Kidg, Bring him before vs. 

Rof Hoe,bringinthcLord. They Enter, 

King. Now Hamlet; where’s Voloniml 

Ham. Atfupper. 

King, At fupper where. 

Ham. Not where he eates,but where a is eaten, a certaine conua- 
cationof politique wormes are een at him : your vvorme is your only 
Emperour for dyer, we fat all creatures elfo to fat vs, and we fat our 
elues for maggots, yourfat King and your leane beggerisbut varia. 
We fcruice, two diflies but to one table, that s the end. 

Alafle,alafle. 

Ham. A man may fifli with the worme that hath eate of a King, 
Mte ofthc fifli that hath fedde of that worme# 

King, What doft thou meane by this? 

Ham, Nothing but to fliew you how a King may go a progrefle 

K t through 
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: through the guttes of a begger, 

#/»£. Where is Polonius i 
H am. In heauen, fend thether to fee, 

■not there, ieeke him i’th other place your teire,out it indeed you find 
shim not within this month, you fhall nofe him as you 
jfftayres into the Lobby. 

|)j||| King, Goefeeke him there 
, • ' H am. A will (lay till you come. 

1 King. Hamlet this deede for thine 
1 ||jj Which vvee do tender, as wee deerely greeue 
|li|li For that which thou haft done, muft feud thee 
HI Therefore prepara thy felfe, 

|fjj The barke is ready, and the wind at helpe, 

Th’affotiats tend, and euery thing is bent 
I '.K For England. 

H aw Tor England 
1 ' Mj King. I Hamlet.. 

H am. Good. 

|t] King: Soisitifthouknew’ftourpurpofcs. 
ipil H dm. I fee a Cherub that fees them, but come for 

v ‘j Farewell deerc mother. 

: ill*': King. Thy louing father Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother, father and mother is man 
. j £. Man and wife is one flefh, fo my mother : 

Come for England, Exit - 

i'*j King. Follow' him at foote, 

;; 1 Tempt him with fpeede abonrd r 
I |i]j Delay it not, lie haue him hence to night. 

I* c Away , for euery thing is feald and done 
I .i'«| That els leanes on the affaire, pray )tou 
1 • And England if my loue thou hold’ft at 
■i As my great power thereof may giue thee 
. Since yet thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red, 
u, ™j After the Danifh (word, and ftiy freec awe 
i 'JM Payes homage to vs, thou maift not 
Our fbueraigrie procefTe, which imports 



; '[If. 



■ |m; By letters congruing to that effect 
f The prefent death of Hamlet, do it Eng 
p j| For like the Hectique inmy blood hee 




And thou muft cure me till I know tis done. 

How ere my haps, my ioyes will nere begtnnc. Exit. 

Enter Fortinbraffe with his Armie oner the Stage. 

Fortin. GoeCaptair,e,from mee gleet the Danifh King, 

Tell him ’ that by his lycence Fortinbraffe 
Craues the conueyance of a piomii d march 
Ouerhiskingdome, you know the rendezuous, 
Ifthathismaiefty would ought with vs. 

Wee fhall expreffeour duty in his eye. 

And let him know fo. 

Cap. I will doo't my Lord. 

Fortin. Goc foftly on. 

Enter Hamlet, Rofencraus, &c. 

Ham. Good fir whofe powers arcthefc? 

Cap. The are of Norway fir. 

Ham. How propofd fir I pray you ? 

Cap. Aainft feme part of Poland. 

Ham. Who commands them fir t 

Cap. The Nephew to old Norway, Fortinbraffe. 

Ham. Goes it againft the maine of Poland fir? 

- Or for fomc frontire ? .. . 

Cap. Tritely to fpeake, and with no addition. 

We goc to ga ! ne a little patch of ground 

That hath in it no profit but the name 

To pay fiue duckets, fiue I would not farme it? 

Nor will ityecld to Norway or the Pole 
Arancker rate, fhould it"bee fould in fee. 

Ham. W by then the P ollackg neuer will defend it. 

Cap. Yes it is already garifond. , 

Ham- Two thoufand fonjes and twenty thoufand duckets 
Will not debate the queftionof this ftraw, 

This is th’impoftume of much wealth and peace. 

That inward breakes an d iTiewes n® caufe w ithout 
Why the man dies .1 humbly thanke you fir. 

Cap. God buy you fir. 

R of. Wil t pleafe you goc my Lord? 

Ham. lie be with y - U ftraight, goc a 1 i r tic before*- 
Hovv alloccafions do informe againft mee, 
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■ my dull reuenge. Whatisaman 
ifhis chicfc good and market of his time 
Be but to fleepe and feed, a bcaft,no more.- 
Sure he that made vs with fuh large difeourfe 
l ooking before and after.gaue vs not 
|| ; I bat capability and God-like reafon 
' it To full in vs vnufd,now whether it be 
•j ( leAiaIl obliuion,or lome craucn Icruplc 
Pf thinking too precifely on th’euent, 

K thought which quartered hath but one part wifdome, 
,|And eucr three parts coward, I doc not know 
' if Why yet I liue to fay this thing’s to doe, 

, '1^ ^ h a uecaufc,8nd wil and ttrcngth,andmeanes 
l^'o doo’t;cxamples grofle as earth exhort me, 

,i Vitncs this Army of Inch mafic and charge, 
j . -ed by a delicate and tender Prince, 

|: v- Whole fpirit with diuine ambition pufc, 
idakes mouthes at the inuifiblceuent, 
:ixpofingwhatismortall,andvnlure, 

,'o all thatfbrtunc, death and danger dare, 

" iuen foran Egge-fiicll.Rightly to be great, 

'.fs not to ftirre without great argument, 

•■;iut greatly to find quarrell in a ftraw 
; . ,, When honours at the ftake. How Hand I then 
! r< 'hat hauc a father kild,a mother ftaind, 
j ^icytemcnts ofmy realbn.and my blood, 
il lmd let all fleepe, while to my fljamc I fee 
, | he iminent death oftwenty thoufand men, 
u hat for a fantafic and tricke of fame 
ili -oe to their graucs like bcds,fightforaplot 
tjfhereon the numbers cannot try the caufe, 
jr. r hich is not tombe enough and continent 

i hide the flaine.O from this time forth, 

■ k^,y thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. 

,i in 

Enter\doratio y Gertrard.and a gentleman. 

\ | Quee. I will not Ipeake with her, 

I Gw. She is importunat, 

ii jpecd diftra<51,hcr moodc will needcs bepittied. 

ill 8&. 



Exit . 



Vr/me cfDer, marke, 

Quee, What would fhe haue ? 

Gent. ,She fpeakes much of her father, fayes flieehearea 
There’s tricks i’th world, and hems, and beats her heart, 
Spurnes enuioufly at flrawes, fpeakes things in doubt 
That carry but halfe fence, hcripecch is nothing. 

Yet the vnfhapcd vfe of it doth mouc 
The hearers to colle&ion, they yawne at it, 

And botch the words vp fit to their owne thoughts. 

Which as winckes, and nods,and geftures yeeld them, 

Indcedc would make one thinkc there might be thought 
Though nothing fure, yet much vnhappily. 

Hera. Twere good fhe were fpoken with, for (he may ftrew 
Dangerous coniedhircs in ill-breeeding mindcs, 

Let her come in 



Enter Op he la. 

Quee. ‘ To my ficke foulc, as finnes true nature is, 

‘ Each toy leemes prologue to fome great amiffe, 

* So full ofartlcfle iealofic is guilt, 

‘It fpills it felfe, in fearingto be fprlt. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous Maiefly ofDenmarkc? 

Qgfe. How now Ophelia. jhe fmgs. 

Oph. How fliould I your true Iouc know from another one. 

By his cockle hat and ftaffc, and his Sendall Ihoone. 

Qgtfc. Alaffe fwcct Lady, what imports this long ? 

Oph. Say you, nay pray you marke, 

He is dead and gone Lady,.he is dead and gone,. Song. 

At his head a graffe greene curph, at his heeiesaftone. 

Oho, 

Qnet. Nay but Ophelia. 

Oph, Pray you marke. White his throw das the mountainc ihow. 

Enter King. 

Quee. Alaffe lookc hccre my Lord- 

Hr? i l ^” ar d«d a ‘^ w *th fweet flowers,. 

Which beweeptto the ground did not go- Sour. 

With true Iouc Glowers. 

How doe you pretty Lady l 

... { ' S°° d yob, they fay the Owle was a Bakers daugh- 

Sib'M wSta ” hat "" b “‘ kn0W ” W ,vhal bc ’ 






I 










© [ :m 






9 K 




The Tragedy ^/"Hamlet 

King. Conceit vpon her Father. 

Qph*. Pray Jets haue no words of this, but when they askeyon 
what it mcanesjfay you this. 

To morrow is S- Valentines day. Song. 

All in the morning berime, 

And I a mayd at your window 
To be your Valentine. 

Thenvp he rofe 5 and dond hisc!ofe 3 anddupt the chamber door^, 
Let in the maide,that out a maide,neuer departed more. 

Kmg. Pretty Ophelia. 

Ophe . Indeed without an oath He make an end on’c, 

By gis and by Saint charity, 
alacke arid fie for 0?amc, 

Young men will doo’r if they come too’t, 
by Cocke they arc too blame- 

Qjoch flhc,beforeyou tumbled me, you promifd me to wed, 
(Heanfwcrs ) Sofliould I a done by yonder funne 
And thou hadlt not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath fhe beene thus:* 

Opb.l hope all will be well, we muft be patient, but I cannot chufe 
but weepe to thinke they would lay him i’th cold ground my bro- 
ther fliall know bf it, andfolthankeyouforyourgoodcounfaile, 
Come my Coach, God night Ladies, God night- 
Sweet Laides< God night^God night. 

King, Follow her elole,giuc her good watch I pray you. 

O this is the poyfon of deepe griefe, itfprings all from her Fathers 
death, and now behold,0 Gertrard, Gertrard, 

When forrowes come, they comefcotfinglefpies, 

But in battalians :firft her Father flnine, 
Next,yourfonnegone,and he moft violent Author 
Ofhis owne iuft renioue,the people muddied 
Thick and vnwholefome in thoughcs,and vvhifpers 
For good P olonim death: and wc haue done but greenly 
In hugger mugger to inter him : pbore Ophelia 
Deuided from herfclfe,and her faire iudgement, 

Without the which wesre pi£l:ure$,or meerebeafts, 
La(l,andasmuch contayning as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fecret come from France, 

Ff¥* d g r>n f h i c k** «*** ** * 



r« 







And wants not buzzers to infe-dt his esrc 
With peftilent fpeechcs ofhis fathers death. 

Wherein neceffity of matter beggerd. 

Will noihi 'g flick our perfon to a v raignc 
In eare and eare : O my desire Certrard , this 
Like to a murdring-peece in many places 
Giues me fuperfluous death. zA ntyfe within. 

Enter a tnejfenger, 

King. Attend, w here arc n y bvwflcrs, let them guard the doore, 1 _ 
What is the matter? 

Mejfen. Saue your fclfe my Lord. 

TheOcean ouet-peering ofhis lift. 

Eates not the flats with more impetuous haft 
Then young Laertes in a riotous head 
Ore-bcares yout Officers : therabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to beginfle. 

Antiquity forgot, cuftome not knowne. 

The tatifiers and props of cuery word. 

The ay the, ole we , Laertes fhall be King, 

Caps, hands and tongues applau’d it to the clouds, 

Laertes fliall be King, Laertes King. 

Que, How cheerefully on the falfe traile they cry. A neife within. 

0 this is counter, you falfe Danilh dogges. 

Enter Laertes with others. 

King. The doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is this King ? firs ftand you all ■without. 

i All. No lets come in. 

Laer. I pray you giue mecleauc. 

%All. Wewill, we will. 

Laer . I thanke you : keepc the doore, O thou viler ATing, 

Giue me my father. 

Qnee. Calmely good Laertes. 

Latr. That drop of blood chats calme proGlaimes me Baftard* 

Cries cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
Euen heere beeweene the chaft vnfmetched btowe 
Of my true mother. 

King What is the caufe Laertes 
That thy rebellion lookes fo Giant-like 4 

L. Let 



i|( *•« h»'« goe Gertrard, do not feare ourperfon, 
; fir There’s fiich diuinity doth hedge a King, 

i aw: That treafon cannot peepe to what it wou’d. 



jjjfl ii i Adi’s little of bis will, tell me Laertes 
l* 1 Why thou art thus incenft, let 



Jifffti C ' " J t — let him goe Gertrard, 

|h||;Spcakernan. 

Mm Laer* Where is my father/ 

:V: K mg. Dead, 

; ' j Qaee. But not by him. 

1 , King. Let him demaund his fill, 
i L aer. How came he dead? He not be iugled with 

I]; To hell alegiance, vowes to thebiackeft diuell, 

, | Confcience and grace, to the profoundeft pit 

:i I dare damnation, to this poynt I Hand, 

!> That both the worlds I giue to negligence, 

!■': Let come what comes, onely l ie be reuengd 
p ‘ 'jjgjhioft throughly for my father, 

’ }(• King. Who fli all flay you 
: || ’ Laer. My will, not all the worlds : 

’ And for my meanes lie husband them fo well, 
i’ ^Lhe fliall goe farre with little. 

’T- King. Good Laertes, if you defire to know the certainty 
b Of your deerc father, i’ft writ in your reuenge, 
fvThatfbopc-ftake, you will draw both friend and foe 
if 1 ' Winner and loofer. 
i if Laer. None but his enemies, 
jfffej King. Will you know them then? 

' i-' Laer. To his good friends thus wide Tic ope my armes, 
i l^d like the kind life-rendering Pelican, 

; tepaft them with ray blood. 

1 1 . King* Why now you ipeatce 

' i 4 good child and a true Gentleman, 

M'.’hat I am guiltlefle ofyour fathers death, 
i ^:id am moil fencible in griefc for ic, 

>i< ihallas Ieuell to your judgement pcare 
s day doocs to your eye. A rnyfe within, 

i 1 Enter Ophelia. 

'ril Lae'. Let her coinc in. 
now wh« noyfe is that ? 
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Prince ofDenmarke. 

O heate,dry vp my braines.tearcs feauen times fait 
Burne out the fence and vertue of mine eye. 
gyheauen thy madnesfhall bepayd with weigh 
Tillourfcale turne the beame. O Rofe ofMav. 

Deere may d, kind After, fweet Ophelia, 

Oheaucns,ift poflible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore manslifol 
Ophe. They bore him bare-fac’d on the 
And in bis grauc rain’d many a tcare. 

Fare you well my Doue. 

.Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and did’ftperfwahe reuenge 
It could not mooue thus. 

Ophe. You miift fing a downe a downe. 

And you call him a downe a. O how the whecle becomes 
It is the falfe Steward that ftole his Maifters daughter, 

Laer. This nothing’s more then matter. 

Ophe. There s Rofemary,tbac for remembrance, pray you louc re, 
member, and there is Pancies.thatsfor thought*. 

Laer. A document in madncs,thoughtsand remembrance fitted. 
Ophe. There’s Fennill for you, and Colembines , there’s Rewe for 
you,& heere’s fome for me, we may call it herb c of Grace a Sondaies, 
you may wearc your Rewe w ; th a difference, there’s a Dafie, 1 would 
giue you fome Violets, but they witherd all when my Father dyed, 
they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my ioy, 

Lear. Thought and afflictions, paffion,hell it felf 
She turnes to fauour and to prcttineffe. 

Ophe , And will a not come againe. 

And will a not come againe, 

No, no, he is dead,goeto thy death bed, 

He neuer will come againe. 

His beard was as white as fnow. 

Flaxen was his pole, 

He is gone,he is gone, and we caft away mene, 

Qod a mercy on his foule,and all Chrimausfoules, 

God buy yous, 

Lear. Doc you this© God. 

King. Laertes,! muft commune with your griefe* 

Oryou deney me right, goe bnta part, 
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The Tragedy c/Hamlet 
Make choice of whotneyour wifeft friends yon will 
And they fhall heare and iudge twixtyou and me * 

If by direft or by colaturall hand 

They find vs touche, we will our kindomegiue. 

Our crovvne,our life, and all that wc call ours 
To you in fatisfa&ion ; but ifnot. 

Be you content :o lend your patience to vs, 

And wc fhall ioy ntly labour with your foule 
To gilfe it due content. 

Laer. Let this be fo, 

Hismeancs of death,his obfeure funerall, 

^ No tropha:, (word, nor hachment ore bis, bones, 

' No noble right, nor formall ofientation. 

Cry to be heard as twere from heauen to earth. 

That I muff call’tin queftion. 

Kin. So you fhall. 

And where th'Oftenceis,Iet the great axe fall. 

I pray you goe with me. Exeunt. 

Enter Horatio and others * 

H ora. What are they that would fpeake with mef 

Gen. Sea-faring men fir,they fay they haue Letters for you, 

Hora, Let them come in. 

I doe not know from what part of the world 
I fliould be greeted. Ifnot from lord Hamlet, En$er Saylers 
v Say • God blefle you fir. 

Hera, Let him blcffe thee to. 

Say. A fhall fir and pleafe him,riieres a Letter for you fir, it came 
from th EmbafTador that was bound for England, if your name bee 
Horatio^s I am let to know it is. 

H or.HorattOy when thou fhalt haueouer-Joolft this giue theft fcl- 
iowes fume meancs to the King, they haue Letters for him : Ere wee 
were two daies old at Sea, a Pyratof very warlike appointmentgaue 
vs chafe, finding our felues too flow offaile, we put on a compelled 
valour, and in the grapple I boorded them, on themftant they got 
cleereofour fhip, fo I alone became their prifoner^ they haue dealt 
with me 1 ike thceues of mercy, but they knew what they did:I amco 
doe a turne for them, let the King haue the Letters i haue fent, and 
repay re thou to mee with as much fpeed as thou wouldfi fly death* 
Ihaue words to fpeake in thinceare wil make thee dumbe, yet are 



of vcnmarRe. 

rhev much too light for the bold of the matter , thefe good fellow cs j| 
w.ll biing thee where I am, %ofencraus and guilderfierne hold their | j 
courfeforEnglandjOf them I haue much to tell thce.farwell. 

So that thou knowefi thine H untie t. 



H $r a. Come I will make you way for thefe your letters. 
And do'o’t the fpeediet that you may direft me 
To him from whome you brought them. 

Enter King and Laertes • 

Yj„g, Now mull y our confcience my acquittance fealc. 
And you mull put me in your heart for friend, 

Sitn you haue heard and with a knowing eare* 

That he which hath your noble father flame 
Putfued my life. 

Lar. It well appeares : but tell me 
Why youproceedenot againll thefe f cates 
So criminal! and to capitall in nature. 

As by your fafety,greatnes,wifdomc, all things els. 

You mainly were ftirr’d vp. 

King. Ofortwofpeciallreafons a 

Which may to you perhaps feeme much vnfinnow d* 

But yet to me tha’r ftrong,the Queene his mother 
Liues almoft by his lookes,and for my felfe, 

My vertue or my plague,be it either which,- 
She is fo concliue to my life and foule. 

That as the flarre mooues not but in his fphere 
1 could not but by her, the other metiue, 

Why to apnblique count I might not goe. 

Is the greatloue the generall gender beare him, 

Who dipping all his faults in their aftcdlion, 

Worke like the fpring that turncth wood to (lone,-, 
Conuert hisGiues to graces,fo that my anowes 
Too flightly tymbered for fo loued armes. 

Would haue reuerted to my bow againe. 

But not where I haueaym’d them. 

Liter. And fo haue I a noble father loll,' 

A filler driuen into defperat termes, 

VVnofe worth, ifprayfes may goe backc againe 
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^r^PFragedy of Hamlet 
Scoed ch a/I stiver on mount of all the age 
For her perfections, bus my reuenge will come. 

Breaks nor your fleepes for that, you mart not thinke 
T liac we are maoeof liutfe fo flat and dull, m 

That we can let our berd be fihooke with danger, 

And chinke it pafl;ime,you fihordy fliall hcare more, 

I lou d your father, and we lone our fclfe, 

And th3t i hope will teach you to imagine. 

Enter a CMeflengermth Letters . 

-1 4effe % Thefe to your Maie(fy,this to the Queenc* 

From Hamlet ^vAi^ brought them? 

'J Afejfe. Saylers my Lord they fay ,1 faw them not, 

,! i rhe y w ercgiuenmeby^W^,hereceiuedthem 

, ||| Of him that brought them. 

! ||| King, Laertes you f] hall heare them : Ieaue vs. 

‘ V an ^ eighty, you fliall know I am fee naked on your kin^domc 
ii|i I tomorrow ftiaU I begge Ieaue to fee you r kingly eyes, whenlflull’ 
||il aikin § you pardon, therc-vnto recount theoccafion ofmyfud’ 
dame returr.e. * 

Ktng. Wh at ftiould this meane,are all the reft come backe. 

Or is it fome abu fe,and no fuch thing? 

Laer. Know you the hand? 

King. Tis Hamlets carader. Naked, 

And in a poftfeript here he faies alone, 

CanyoHdcuifeme^ 

- Laer. I am loft in it my Lord,but let him come, 

1 1 h warmes the very ficknes in my heart 
, l] That I Iiue and tell him to his teeth, 

‘ "jij 1 Thus didft thou. 

’ a :! King. Jfit be fo Lames, 

1 ijjd As how (hould it be fo,how otherwife, 

, Will you be rul’d by me? 

Laer - I my Lord/o you will not ore-rule me to a peace. 

I lll ^tog. To thine owne peace, ifhebe now returned, 

||i' ,? 'As liking no t his voyage,and that he meanes, 
iff lNo more to vnder take it,I will worke him 
JlJf 0 311 cJcployt,now ripe in my deui/e, 

/nder the which he Ihall not choofe but fall: 

M' ' - And 
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Trtftce ofDenmarke. 

And for his death no wind of blame fhall breathe, 
But euen his mother fliall vneharge the pra&ife, 
Andc.il' it accedcnt. 

L atr. My Lord I will be rul’d. 

The rather if you could dcuife it lo 
That I might be the o gan. 

King. It falls right, 

Youhauebcenetaikc offinceyourtrauailc much. 
And that vxWamlets hearing fora quality 
Wherein they (ay you fhinc, your fumme of parts 
Did not together plucke fuch enuy from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the vnworthieft hedge. 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth. 

Yet needfull too, foryouth no lefle becomes 
The light and carelelfe Iiuery that it wcares 
Then fettled age, his fables, and his weedes 
Importing health and grauenes ; two monthes fince 
Heere was a Gentleman of Normandy y 
Ihaue feene my felfe , and feru’d againft the French, 
And they can well on hoi fe- backe, but this Gallant 
Had witch-crafc in’r, he grew- vnto his featc, 

And to fuch wondrous dooing brought his horle. 

As had he becne mcorp’ft, and demy-natur’d 
With the braue beaft, fo farre be topt me thought. 
That I in forgery offnapes and tricks 
Come fhort of what he did. 

L^r. A Norman waft? 

King. A Norman. 

Laer. VponmylifeL amord. 

The very fame. 

Laer . I know him - well he is the brooch indeed 
And Iemofall theNation, 

K/«f. He made confefsion ofyou. 

And gaue you fuch a maitterly report 
for art and exerufe in your defence, 

And for your Rapier meft efpeciall, 

lat hecry d out t ’would be a fight indeed 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
If one could match you ;the Scrimers of their nation 
He lwore had neither motion, guard, nor eye. 

If you oppofd them j fir this report ofhis 
Did Hamlet fo enuenom with bis enuy, 

That he could nothing do, but wifii and beg 
Yourfodaine commingore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. What outofthis my Lord? 

King. Laertes was your father, deere to you i 
Or areyou like the painti >g of aforrovve, 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer. Why aske you this ? 

King. Not that I thinke you did not lone your father, 
But that I know, loue is begunne by time. 

And that I fee in paflages otproofe. 

Time quallifies the fpahke and fire ofit, 

There liues w'ithin the very flame of loue 
A kindofweekc orfnufFc that will abate it. 

And nothing is at a like goodoes ftill. 

For goodnes growing to a plurifie. 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe 
We fhoulddoe when wee would : for this would changes. 
And hath abatements and delayes as many, 

As there are tongues, are hands, are acccdents. 

And then this fliouid is like a fpend-thriftsfigh. 

That hurrs by eafing ; but to the quicke of th’vJcer, 
Hamlet comes back what would you vndertake 
To fihow your fclfe indeed your fathers fonne 
More then in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i thChurch- 

King. No place indeede fliouid tnurther famfluarize, 
Reuengde fliouid haue no bounds .• but good Laertes 
Will you doe this, keepe clofe within your chamber 
Ha mlet return’d, fhall know you are come home, 

Weclc put on thole fliall praifeyour excellence. 

And fet a double varnifli on the fame 

The french man gaue you .• b r ing you in in fine together 

And wager ore your heads ; he being remifle, 

Moft generous, and free from allcontriumg, 
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\Hfill notperufe the foyles,fo that with eafe, 

Or with a little fhuffling,you may choofe 
A fword vnbated,and in a pace of pvaftife, 

Requite him for your Father. 

Laer. Iwilldoo’c, 

And for the purpofc,Ile annoynt my fword. 

I bought an vn&ion of a Mountibancke 
Somortall.that but dippe a knife in it. 

Where it drawes blood>no Cataplafme fo rare 

Colle&ed from all fimples that haue vertue 

Vnder the Moone,can faue the thing from death 

That is but fcratch t withall,Ile tutch my point ... 

With this contagion , that if I gall him flightly,it may be death. 

King. Lets fiirther thinke of this. 

Wey what conueiance both of time and meancs 
May fit vs to our ftiape if this fliouid fayle. 

And that our drift looke through our bad performance* 

Twere better not aflayd.Theref ore this proichf. 

Should haue a backe orfecond that might hold 
If this did blaft in proofe ; foft let me fee, 

Wee’le make a folemne wager on your cunnings, 

1 hau’t,when in your motion you are hote and dry. 

As make your bouts more violent to that end, 

And that he calls for drinke,Ilc haue preferd him 
A Challicc for the once, whereon bu t lipping, 

Ifhc by chance clcapeyour venom’d ftucke, 

Ourpurpofe may hold thercjbuc flay, what noyfef 

Enter Qacene. 

Qnee. One woe doth tread vpon anothers heele. 

So fall they follow *, your Sifters drownd Laertes. 

Laer. Drown d,0 where? ini 

Quee. There is a Willow growes afeaunt the Brooke,. 

That fliowes his hoary leaues in the glafly ftreame. 

There with fantaftique garlands did flic make 
OfCrowflowers,Nettles,Dafies,and long Purples 
Thatliberall Shepheardsgiuca groffer name. 

But pur cull-cold maydes doe dead mens fingers call them. 

There on thependant boughes her coronet weeds , 
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III H' Clambring to hang, an euuious flurr broke, 

11 When downe her weedy trophxs and her felfe. 

Fell in the weeping Brooke, her clothes fpred w idr, 
ill And Mcrmaidc-like a while they bore her vp. 

Which time fire chaunted fnatc’ncs of old laudes. 

As one incapable of her owne diftrcfl'c. 

I|f"i Dr a crca - luc natiue and indewed 
i; i n Vnto chat element, hue long it could not be. 
y Till that her garments heauy. wich their drinke, 

|| Puld the poore wench from her melodi ous lay 
i'll To muddy death, 
f :i ip Laer. Alas then is fhe drownd. 

Quee. Drownd, drownd. 

Ltr. Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelia:, 
f ii'| And therefore I forbid my tcares ; but yet 
|| H It is our tricke, nature her cuftome holds, 

|| Let ftiame fay what it wiil.whcn thefe ate gone, 

'! The woman will be out. Adiew my Lord, 

| I haue a fpeccha fire that fainewould blafe, 

But that this folly drownes it Exit. 

K ing. Let’s follow Gertrard, 

How much I had to doe to calme his rage, 
ijv Now fearc I this will gine it ftart againe. 
fi Therefore lets follow. 
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Enter two (Slovenes, 

Clowne, Is fhe to be buried in Chriftian buriall,when (lie vviliully 
feekes her owne faluation? * 

Othe.l tell thee (lie is,rhcrforc make hergraue ftraight, the crow* 
ner hath late on her, and findsit Chriftian bnriall. 

fllow. How can that be.vnleffc fhe drown’d hetfclfc in her owne 
defence. 

Oth. 'Why tis found fo. _ 

Clow. It mud be fo offended, it cannot be elfe, for hccrc lyes the 
poynt.if I drowne my felfe wittingly, it argues an add, and an afthatn 
three branches.it is ;o adft.to doc, to performe.or alljfhe drownd n et 
felfe wittingly. 

Oth. Nay, out hcareyou good man deluer. , 

Clow , Gius me leaue, here lies the water, good, here Hands t e 







Prince ofDenm*rke. 

man, good, if the man goe to this water & drowne himfelfe, it w will 
he nill he, he goes.marke you that,but if the water come to him,and 
drowne him, he drownes not himfelfe, argali, he that is not guilty of 
his owne death.fhortens not his owne life. 

Oth. Butis this law? 

flow. I marry i’ft.Crowncrs queft law, 

Oth. Will you ha the truth an’r,if this had not beene a gentlewo- 
man, fhe flhould haue bin buried out a Chriftian burial!. 

Cl oW . Why there thou fayft, and the more pucy that great folkc 
fhouldhaue countenance in this world to drown or hang themfeiues, 
more then their euen Chriften : Come my fpade, there is no aunci- 
ent gentlemen but Gardners, Ditchers, and Graue-roakers,they hold 
vp Adams profeffion. 

Oth. Was he a gentleman? 

Clow. A was the firft that euer bore armes. 
llepuc another queftion to thee, if thou anfwereft me not t6 the put- 
pole,confeflc thy felfe. 

Oth, Goe to. 

Chw. whatU he that builds ftronger then either the Maion , the 
ShipwrightjOrthe Carpenter. 

Oth. 

Clow. 

but how doocsk well: 
dooftill to fay the gallowes is built ftronger then the Church,argal, 
thegallowes may doe well to thee. Top’t againe,come. 

Other. Who buildes ftronger then a-Mafon, a Shipwright, or a 
Carpenter. 

flow. Ijtell me that and vnydK%. 

Oth. Marry now 1 can tell, 

Oth. Too t. 

CiWMaife I cannot tell. 

Clow. Cudgcll thy brain es no more about it, for your dull afte will 
not mend his pace with beating,and when you ate askt this queftion 
next, fay a graue-maker,the houles he makes laft tell Doomclday. 
Goe get thee in, and fetch me a foope ot liquer. 

In youth when I did loue did loue. Song, 

Me thought it was very fweet 
To contract O the time for a my behoue, 

O me thought there a was nothing » meet. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet "M 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio 

Ham Has this fellow no feeling of his bufines ? afings in gnue- 

m \bra. Cuftome hath made it In him a property ofcafiftes. 

Ha. Tis cen fo,the hand of little imploiment hath the daintier fence 
flow. But age with his ftealing fteppes Song. 

"hath clawed mee in his clutch, 

And hath fhipped me into the land, 
as if I had neucr beene fuch. 

■ Ham . That skull had acongue in it, andcould hug once, how the 
Inaue iowles it to the ground, as if twerc Camps, iaw-bone, that did 
the firft murder : this might be ^ pate of a polliticia, which this Auc 
now ore-reaches . one that would circumuent God, might it not? 

H ora. It might my Lord. . 

Ham. Or of a Courtier, which could fay good morrow my Lord.- 
!l how doft thou fweet Lord ? This might be my Lord fuch a one, that 
• praifed my lord fuch a ones horfe whe ament to beg it.-mightitnot? 

H ora. I my Lord. . J. . 

Ham. Why cen fo, & now my Lady wormes Choples,« knockt 
about the mazer with a Sextens fpadc • hcer's fine resolution i and 
r wc had the trick to feet, didthefe bones coft no more the breeding, 
J but to play at toggits with them t mine akc to thinke ont. 

flow. A pickax and a fpadc a fpade, Song. 

' for and a fhrowding fhcct, 

O a pit of Clay for to be made 

Ham. TheS anolheJ^why may not that be the skull of a lawyg 
where be his qiiddities now, hisqfflliioes, his cafes, his tenurs^ii 
trickes ? why dooes he fuffer this mad knauenow to knock him 
bout the fconce with a durty lhouell and will not tell him of ^ f 
on of battery: hum, this fellow might be ins time 
Land, with his Statutes, his recognifances his you . 

chers, his recoucries, to haue his fine pate, full of fine dure . vv 1 
chers vouch him no more of his purchafes & doubles then the ng 

Lands will fcarcely lye in this box,, and mull th inheritor ft 
haue no more? ha. 

H ora. Not a iot more my Lord. , 

Ham. Is not parchment made of lhecpe-skmnes f 
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L t iwillfpcake to this fellow. Whofe graue s this firra • 

Clow. Mine fir.or a pit of clay for to be made _ 
t, • ' I' thinke it be thine indeede for thou lyeft in t. 

IZ- You l^e out out fir, and therefore tis not yours; for my par, 

' X°TCaoC SSTb. in', ana lay i. b thinc, m fo, A. 
Ham. What man doll thou digge it for ? 

Clow. For no man fir. , 

Ham. What woman then? 

Clow. For none neither. 

H am Who isto be buried in tr „ , „ , , , 

How One that was a woman fir, but reft her fouleftiee s dead. ; 
Ham How abfolute the knaue is, we muft fpeake by the card,o. 
tqu ” oc'auon "ill vndoo v. By th. oS 

King Hamlet ouercamc Fortwbrajfe. 

Ham. How long is that fince ? . 

do. Cannot you tell that ? euery foole can tell that . 
very day that young Hamlet was borne : he that is mad and fentmt | 

England. _ , i-, 

Ham. Imarry why was he fent into England. | 

Clm. Why bccauieawasmad'iafhalltcconer h„w,ts.hcre,or ^ 
a doc not, tis no great matter there, ^ ^ c i 

f/crr'.Twilhiot be feenc in him there, there the arc men as pia| 
H am, How came he mad ? 

Clow. Very rtrangely they fay, 

Ham. Howftrangely? 

Clow . Faith eene with loofing his wits* 

Warn. Vpon what ground? t 

Clow. Why hcerc in Denmarkc : 1 haue beene Sexton heere 

and boy thirty yearcs. ^ _ hJi 




frilgfeiie of riamiet 

Ham. How long will a man lie i’th ear'h ere he rot? 
flow. Faith if a be not rotten before a die, as wehauemany poc- 
1 1 e corl«s , that will fcarce hold the laying in , a will laft you fome 
I light yeare,or nineyearc. A. Tanner will laft you nine yeare, 

H am. Why he more then another? 
f f _ _ Clow. Why fir, his hide is fo tand with his trade, that a will keepe 
j r |2 1 ut water a great while;& your water is a fore dccaycr ofyour whor- i 
||| 'ii dead body, hccr’s a fcull now hath lycn you i’th earth a 3 . y cates, 
1*1^ Hat», Whofewasitt? 

! | flow, A whotfon mad fellowes it was,whofc do you think it was? 

; H amt. Nay I know not, 

I flow. Apellilencc on him for a mad rogue , apourd a flagon of 
enifti on my head once ; this fame skull fir, was fir Tench* skull, the 
ings kfter. 

■uJI-Hmk. This? 

||l;j C low ' Een that. 

Ham. Alas poorc Yericke,! knew him Horatio a fellow of infinite 
J -ft, of moft cxcelent fancy, hce hath bore me on his backeathou- 
ud times, and now how abhorred in nay imagination it is:my gorge 
i||| fes at it. Here hung thofe lyppes that I hauc kill I know not how 
1 1| ft: where be your gibes now ? your gamboles,yourfongs, yourfla- 
. jijj, ies of merriment, that were wont to let the table on aroare,not one 
Itjowto niocke your owne grinning, quite chopfalne, Now get you 
||ill my Ladies table, and tell her, let her paint an inch thicke,to thisfa- 
ijl'Sjjl jour file mud come,make her laugh at that. 
j 1 !; rethee Horatio tel! me one, thing. 

, • Hora. What’s that my Lord; 

I 'jlif j Ham.Doofi thou thinke Alexander lookt a this faflion i’th earth? 
^:|jj|| j Hora. Ecn fo. 

! ||li ij Ham, A nd fmelt fo:pah . 
mm<,ra. Een fo my Lord. 

Ham. To what bale vfes we may rcturne Horatio fWhy may not 
® pagination trace the noble duft of Alexander , till a find it flopping 
I;' '*■ utngholef 

1 Hora. Twere to confidcr too curioufiy to confider lb. 
vMl |H am. No faith, not a iot. but to follow him thether with model y 
' 4 i I oug!.,and likelihood to lcadc i t.eA lexandcr died, t/3 lexandcr was 
• ", if; \i\Q& r Alexander retumeth to duft, the duft is earth, ofearthwee 
i]j e Lomc,& why of that Lome whcreco he was comicrted, mig lC 
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They not fioppe a Beare-barrell? 

Imperious Cafar dead, and turn d to Clay, 

Mmht fteppe a hoIe,to keepe the wind away. 

..0 that that earth which kept the world in awe, 
S'noulp patch a wall t’expell the waters flaw. 

Buc folt,but foft awhile, here comes the King, 

Th c QucenCjthe couniets,vvho is this they follow? 
And with luch maimed ritesPthis doth betoken. 

The corfe they follow,did with defprat hand 
Foredoo it ownc life,twas of fome eftat* 

Couch we a while and marke. 

Laer. What Ceremony clfe? 

Ham, That is Laertes a very noble youth, mane. 
Laer. What Ceremony elfef . 

Dott, Hcrobfequies haue beene as farre inlarg d 
As we haue warranty, her dea:h was doubtlull. 

And but that great command orc-fwayes the order. 
She fliould in ground vnfanctified beene lodg d 
Till the lall trumpet : for charitable prayers, 

Flint* and pcebles fhould be thrownc on her: 

Yet heerc flic is allow d her virgin Crants, 

Hct mayden (Ire w men ts. and thc bringing 
Ofbell and buriall. 

Laer. Muft there no 
Dofl. No morebedoone. 

We fhould prophane thc feruice of the 
To fing a Requiem and luch reft to her 
As to peace-parted foules. 

Laer, Lay her i’th earth, 

And from her faire and vnpoiluted flefh . 

May Violets fpritig : I tell thee churlifh Prieft* 
Aminiftrihg Angell lb all my filler be 
VVhcn tlion lyeft howling. 

H.iw. What, the faire Ophelia. 

Quee. Sweets to the lweet, farewell, 

I Hop’c thou fhould’ft haue beene my Hamlets wife, 
I thought thy bride-bed to haue decktfweet maide, 
And not haue ftrevv’d thy graue. 
laer, Otreb'olewee 
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Fall tenne times double on that curfed head, 
j t/Vhofe wicked dccde thy mod ingenious fence 
J'Sepriued thee of, hold off the earth a while, 

|| Till I hauc caught her once more in mine armes; 
I Slow pile your dull vpon the quicke and dead. 

It! JTill of this flat amountaine you hauc made 
p'To’rctop old Velion&t the skyefh head 
|| Dfb'cw Olympus. 

\ Warn. What is he whofe griefe 
r Beares fuch an Empbafo -, whofe phrafe of forrow 



Bn , 

i MConiures the wandring ftarres, and makes them (laud 
i f ike wonder wounded hearers ■ tis I 



| &lam/ct the Dane. 

” Lacr. The Diucll take thy foule, 

H am. Thou pray’d not well, I prethee take thy finger* 



■ w 



' II For though I amtiot fplcenaciue rafb, ('from my throat 

t , Yet haue 1 in mefomeching dangerous, 

iffiWhich let thy wifedome feare; hold oft thy hand? 
iwjjj King. Plucke them a funder. 

I Ot<eeJrlamict,¥lam.'et. 

1- \All. Gentlemen. 

1 1 ora. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why, I will fight with him vpon this thcatne 
'Vntill my eye-lidB will no longer wag-ge. 
j Quee. O my fonne.what theame? 

H am. I lou d Opbeliafony thoufand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of loue 
Make vp my fumme. What wilt thou doo for her. 

King. O he is mad Laertes. 
iff i Q uee. For loue of God forbeare him? 

|Jh Ham. S wounds Anew me what th’out doe: 

! k Woo’t wcepe,woo’t fight, woo’t faft,woo’t teare thy lclte, 
01 'Woot drinke vp Efillcate a Crocadilc 
■ 'kt file doo’t.-dooft come heere to whine? 
j; jjf jib out-face me with leaping ira her graue, 
s! :5e buried quickc with her, and fo will I. 

Ii||* ;\nd if thou prate ofmountaine$,!et them throw 
:|j Millions of Aeres on vsf,till our ground 
indging his pate againfi the burning Zone 
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Make O Ah like a wart, nay and thou’lt mouth, 

]le rant as well as thou, 

Q uee . This is mcere madnefTe, 

1 And this a .while the fit will wotke on him. 

Anon as patient as the female Doe 
When, that her golden cuplets arc dilclofed 
His ftlence will fit drooping. 

’dam- Heareycufir, 

What is the reafon that you vfe me thus? 

1 lou’d you euer,but it is no matter. 

Let Hercnles himfelfe doe what he may _ . „ , . 

The Cat will mew, a dogge will haue his day. Extt ^ . 

KingJ pray thee good l ioratio waite vpon him. 

Strengthen yourpatience in our 1 aft nights fpecch, 

Wecle put the matter to the prelent pufti: . 

Good Gcrtrardkt fome watch ouer your fonne. 

This graue fhall haue a liumg monument. 

An houre of quiet thereby fhall we fee __ 

Tell then in patience cur proceeding be. Jtxwm, 

Enter Hamlet andHorati*. 

Ham. So much for this fir,now fhall you fee the other* 

You doc remember all tjic circumftance* 

Uor. Remember it my Lord. . 

H am. Sir in my heart there was a kind of righting 
That would not let me fleepc 5 mc thought I lay 
Worfe then the mutincs in the bilbo's, vauny. 

And prayfd be rafhnes for it : let vs know*, 

Ourjndifcrction fometime leiucs vs well 

When our deepe plots doe fall 5 and chat fhould lcarnc vs 

Thcrs a diuinity that lhapes pur end% 

Rough hew them how we W'ill. 

H ora. Thatismoftccrtaine. 

Ham. Vp from my Cabin, 

My fea-gowne fcarft about me in the darke 
Gropt 1 to find out them,had my defire, 

Fingard their packet ,and in fine withdrew 

To mine ownc roerac againe,making fo bold 
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jiU|i; Tb& Tragedy of H amiet 

! ||| My feares forgetting manners to v a fold' 

' fli; Their graund commiflionjwberc I found Horatio 
I- A royallk iauery,an exaif command 
fj Larded with many leucrall forts ofreafons, 

]\ Importing Denmarkes health, and Englands to, 
j With hoe luch buggesand goblins in my life, 
IflnThat on the fuperuife no Icafure bated, 

" "|rNo not to flay the grinding of the Axe, 

My head fhouldbcftrookeoff. 
tf H ora. I’ft poffible? 

|r Ham. Heeres the commiflion.read it at more leafurc, 
!, i But wilt thou heare no tv how I did proceed, 
iij H ora. Ibefeechyon. 

H am. Being thus be-nettedrround with villatnes, 

If Or I could make a prologue to my braincs, 

J| They had begunnethe play, I fat me dotvne, 

" ] > Dcuifd a new eommi(TIon,wrotc it fairc, 
y|| I once did hold it as our ftacifts doe 
|j A bafenefleto writefaire,andlabourd much 
How to forget that learning.butfir now 
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' It did meyemans feruice,wilt thou know 



Th’ effedl of what I wrotef 
H ora. I good my Lord. 

| :f! Ham. An earneft conjuration from the King, 

> | jii [ As England was his faithfull tributary, 

|||i * As lone betweene them like the palme might florifh, 
| , As peace fhouldrtill her wheaten garland wearc 
j j And ftand a Comma tweenc their amities, 
fM And many fuch like,as fir of great charge, 

™||| Thaton the view, and knowing ofehefe contents. 
Without debatement further more or lefle, 

He ftaould thofebearers put to fuddaine death,, 
if V Not fhriuing time slow’d, 
n. l ’ij Bora. How was this ftald# 
if j Ham . Why euen in that was neauen ordinant, 

11 a! had my fathers fignet in my purfe 

1 i -..ti • i-i ..feu** 




™ 1 y Which was the model of that Danilh feale, 
^Folded the writ vp in the forme of th’other, 
Swbfcrib’d i^gauc th’irapre(!ion,pUc d it fafely, 






Tfietbangling neuerknowne : now the next day 
VP,s our Sea-fight, and what to this was fequent 
Thou knoweft already. 

Hera. So Gty’Jcnfternc and R ofencraus goe too t 
Ham. They are not neere my confciencejtheir defeat 
Dooesby their owneinfinuation gtowe, 

Tis dangcious when the bafer nature comes 
Betweene the paffe and fellincenced poynts 
Ofmighty oppofits. 

H ora Why what aKtng is this. 

Ham Dooes it not thinke thee ftand me now vppon ? 

Hce that hath kildmy King, and whor’d my mother , 

Pop’t in betweene the ekaion and my hopes, 

Throwne out his Angle for my proper life, 

M wth fuch cofnagr.t 8 not pcrleft conference ? 

Enter a Counter. 

four. Your Lordfhippeis right welcome backe toDenmarke, 

H am. 1 humbly thanke you fir. 

Doo’ft know this water-fly ? 

T' Thv^te°i°th^mor e gratious , forth aviceto know him, 
Hehath Juchlandand fertill : let aMbeLordofbea^a^v 
cnb fhall ftand at the Kings meffe. us a chough , but as I lay , ipaa 

Lordfnippe were at Lcafure,. 1 fhould ft 

m Ham. \ h wi?lreccTue f i°fi r wi riafl diligence of fpirrit,your bonnet 
to his right vie, tis for the head. _ 

Conr. i thanke your Lordfhip,it is very ho . .. . . 

Ham. No belceue me, tis very cold the wind « Northeny . 

Conr. it is indifferent cold my Lord indeed, " . 

Ham. Butyct me think es it is very loulwy and hot , ormy com. 
a great v-'Sger on your head,fir this i s the naat 

H^IbetelrMr^er, . 

C»» N.y good my Lord for ,ny e^ m „ t eM| . £m . flll|ofmo , 
come to court Zu^rWjbcl€«uem€ an a ^ ® exccikn j 
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The Tt&gtdy of H 




|||exccllcm differences, of very fofcfocietjfe and great iWh* .|j n . 
I'dcedc to fpeake feelingly of Him, he is die card or kalender ofGent- 
l! try :for you fhali finde in him the continent of what par; a Gentie- 
iljlman would fee. 

Ham. Sir, his definement luffers no perdition in you, thoimhl 
know to devide him inuentorially, would dizzie ch’anthnierickeof 
memory, and yet but raw neither, in rcfpedl: of his quick fade, but 
tin the verity ofextolmeut, 1 takehim to be a foule of great article, 
f'and his infiifion of (uch dearth and rareneffe.ns to make true dixiori 
of him, his femblable is his mirrour, and who els would trace him 
his vmbrage, nothing more. 

Cour . Your Lordfliip fpsakes moft infallibly ofhim. 

Ham. Tne concernancy fir, why do wee wrap the Gentleman in 
our more rawer breath ? 

Cour. Sir. 

H ora. Ifi not poflibli to vndcrftand in another tongue, you will 
doo’t fir really. 

Ham. What imports the nomination of this Gentleman ? 

Cour. Of Laertes. 

H ora. His putleis empty already, all’s golden words are lpent. 

H am, Ofhitnfir. 

Cour, I know you are not ignorant. 

Htm. I would you did fir, yet in fayth if you did, it wouldJ not 
. much approoue me, well fir. 

|i| Cour. You are ignorant of what excellence Laertes is 
& | Ham. I dare not confefle that, leaft I fhould compare with him 

1 1 in excellence, but to know a man well, were to know himfelfe. 
ilt C°’ Ar - I mcane fii for this wcaotfi, but in the imputation layd on 
jlSiiim by them in his meed, bees vnfellowed. 
jj|j H am, What's his weapon? 

’If C°ur. Rapiar and D igger. 

t i. H am. That's two of his weapons, but well. 

? Cour. Tiae King fir hath w igerd with him fix Barbary horfes a- 
r ^ainft the which he has impaundas Itakeic fix french Rapiers and 
I ??oynards, with their afsignes, as girdle, hangerand Co. Three of the 
?l|;ariages in faith, are very dearc to fancy, very refpoiifiuctoth: hilts, 
noft dilicate carriages, and of very liberall conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages? 



H ora. lknewyoninufibe edified by the margent ere you 



had 

done. 



'pyitfG£of VCftitMtkt* 

^ ST' to ifw 't 

* French he. 

againft the Dan fh, why dozen paffes betweene 

l Cm- b " hlth e 

iWon^feUiefw nhie, and il would come to immediate atyall, if 
1, Lordfhippc would vouch afe the anlwere. 

Ham. How if 1 aR ^ ‘ * c . Gpp0 fi t j O n of your perfon in tryaH. 

Cour. Imeanemy Lord thetpp-, if w oleafe his Maiefty, it 

Sirl willwalkeheerciu^chsdl 

is the breathing time of ay Ja ^ h]$ p Virpo fe ; 1 will winne 

SJSdlSig Uo:iwUl g ai4nothin S butm y na am e,andthe 

odclehi'ts. 

, ^t'S^etwhat^natutewa !;■ 

tongues els forVurnc. w s.t. t hc fhell on his head. 

ham A did fo hr wim ) ob , dro flf v a o C dotes on, 

many more of the fame btceoet a , 3 bit of incounter, a 

enelygot the tune ofthetime, andi through ' 

kindofmifty colledUon, which carryes . ^ t b;owc 

the moft pvophane and trennowned opm.ons , and doe 

them to their tryall, the bubbles are out 

, *f1 . . 'If 

- T , Uv t ord his Mai eft v commended him to you by younge , 
bee fend, to know if your pleatute hold to play w* Utrmc, 

‘fa^oXuoW ptupofea, 

fure,ifhisfitnesf P eakes, mine is ready snow ot wheuiocue 

uided 1 be fo able as now,^ y | 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 




Lord. The King and Quccnc and all are comming downe. 

H am. In happy time. 

Lo d. The Queene defires you to vfe fome gentle entertainment 
to Laertes , before you goe to play. 

Ham, Shcc well inftrudts me, 

Hera. You will loofe my Lord. 

H am. I doe not thinke fo, fince hec went into France, I haue bin 
in contitiuaH praflife , I-fhall winne at theods ; thou would’ft not 
thinke how ill all’s heere about my heart , but it is no matter. 

Horn. Nay good my Lord. 

H am. It is but foolery, but it is fuch a kinde of game-giuing, as 
would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hera, If your mind difltke any thing, obayit. I will forcflali their 
repairs hetlier and fay you are not fit. 

H am. Not a whit we defie augury, there is fpeciail protiidence in * 
the fall of a Sparrowe, if it be, tis not to come, if it bee not to come, 
it will be now, ifi: bee not now, yet it will come, the readies is all, 
fince no man of ought hoe leaues, knowes what ifl to leaue betimes, 
let bee. 

A table prepard, Trumpets, "Drums and Officers with C ufbions. 
King, Queens, and all the fiate Voiles, Daggers , and Laertes. 

King. Come Hamlet, come and take this hand from me. 

Ham. Giite me your pardon fir, I haue done you wrong, 

But pardon’c as you are a Gentleman, this prefence knowes, 

And you muff needs haue heard, how I am punifht 
Wiib a fore diftra£Iion:whac I haue done 
That might your nature, honor, and exception 
Roughly awake 1 heere proclaime wasmadues, 

Waft Hamlet wronged Laertes t neucr Hamlet, - 
If Hawlet from himfelfe be tane away, 

And when ’nee's not himfelfe, doo’s wrong Laertes, 

Then Hamlet doe s it not, Hamlet denies it, 

Wiio dooes it then ? his madnes. Ifc be fo, 

HamUtis ofthefa&ion that is wronged. 

His madneffe is poore Hamlets enemic, 

Let my difclaiming from a purpof d euill. 

Free me fo farre in your moft generous thoughts 
That I haue (hot my arrowe ore the houfe 




f. . prince of Demarke. 

indhurt my brother. 

T aer. lam fatisfied in nature, 

w Srcmot'mci«U SC afefl>»Wto«m”f 

To m , tcueodge.bnt in my teatmes of honor 
Iftand a loote,and will no reconcilement, 

T 11 by feme elder Maifters of knowne honor 
hiue a voyce and prefident of peace 
To my name vngor’d t but all that time 
1 doc reeeiue your offerd loucjlikc louc> 

francklyplay. 

Giuevsthcfoiles. 

Laer. Come, one for me. . . _ 

Ham He be your foile Laertes, m mine ignorance 
Your skill (hall like a ftarre i’th darkeft night 
Stick fiery of indeedi 
Laer. Youmoc^emehr. 

You know the wager. 

King. I doc not fearc it, I haue ^neyouboth. 

But fince he is better, wc haue therefore ^ds. 

Laer. Thisis toheauy iletmefee anothe 

Ham. This likes me wcll.thefe ioiles haue all a leng 

If Hamlet giue the firft or fecond hit, 

Or quit in anfwcr of the third exc ang « 

Let all the battlements their ordnance me. 

The King fhall drinke to Hamlets better brea b. 

And in the cup an Onixe (hall he t '“ 0VV J.. 

Richerthen that which foure fuccclTiueKmg ^ 
InDenmatkes Crowne haue worne . g 
And let the kettle to the trumpet fpeake, 

* The trumpet to the Cannoneere wit ou » _ cart u 

The Cannons to the 1 hcauens, the heaue 
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> The Tragedy of Hamlet . 

No vv the King drinkes to H.«w Vf,comc beginne. Trumpets 
^ And you the fudges beare a wary eye. the while. 

; H am. Come or fir. 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

H am. One. 

Laer, No. 

Ham. Judgement. 

OJlr. A hit,a very palpable hit. Dmmjrnmpets and Jhot. 

Laer. Well.aga'ine. Flori/b,a peece gees ef. 

K ing. Scay,giue me Ai'V,kc,FJ amkt this.pearle is thine* 

Mccks to thy health, giuc him the cup. 

Warn: fie play this bout firft/ee it by a while 
Come, another hit. What fay you? 

Laer. Idoeconfeft. 

King. Out fonne fhall winne. 

Qafe. Hee’s fat and leant of breath. 

Htere Hamlet take my napkin rub thy browes, thru ; 

The Qjeene carowfes ro thy fortune Hamlet, i l : : ;> V ,\y 3. 
Ham. Good Madam. 

King. Gertrard, doc not drinke. 

Quce.1 will my Lord,I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfned cup, it is too late; 

Ham. I dare not drinkey et Madam,by and by. r; f ; _ u<. V 

Quee, Come.let me wipe thy face. 

Laer. My Lord, lie hit him now. 

King. I doe not think’t. 

Laer. And yctit is almoft agaiiift my confcience. 

Ham. Com for the third Laertes, you doe but dally . 

I pray you pafle with your beft violence 
I am lure you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you fo come on. 

Oflr. Nothing ncitherway. uursv: ■>'.■■■. A orb ■ n... 

Laer. Haueatyoitnow. 

King. Past them.they are incenft. 

H am. Nay come againc. 

Qsfr. Looke totheQueencthsre hoe. 

H ora. They bleed on both fidtsdio.w.is it my Lord? # 

OJlr. Hoft ift Laeresl ■ , , 

Laer, Why as a woodcock to mine owne fprindgc.O/wc^, 



fyr/jee of DGiyi.Af ke. 

1 ,m iuftly kild with mine owne treachery. 

Ham.' How does the Queene?^ 

S N^t'drS^dr il'.OmydwcH*,*.! 

T '"i j’ti thou art flaiuo. 

No mcckm in the world can do thee good, 
ghee there U not half. an homes Me, 

Wtteachetousinntument.smmy hand 

Vitiated and enuenomd, the fou.cpiacttio 

$± ; OWeuiefend^eVticnds.l am but hurt. 

hJL Here thou inceftious damned Dane, 

frmkeofthis potion, is the Onixc heere . 

^Hru^maVetheeteofit.IfcUo^he.h 

lamdead wretched (^eenead,ew 

You that looke pale and tremble at this chance, 

That are but mutes, or audience to this att. 

Had 1 but time as this fell Sergeant Death 
Is ftridl in his arreft. O I could tell you . 

But let it be ; Horatio I am dead, 

Thouliueft, report me asd my caufe arigh 
To the vnfatisHed. 

Mora, Neuer belecue it; 

I am more an antikeRomane then a Dane, 

re’s yet. fome liquor left, 
i C 5 man 




The Tragedy of Hamlet 

0 Cod Horatio ! what a wounded name 

Things finding thus vnknowne* (hall I Icaue behind mt> 

If thou did ft cucr hold me in thy hcatt, 

Abfent thee from felicity a while, 

And in this harfh world draw thy breath in paine 

To tell my ftory r what warlike noife is this ? fane off. 

Enter Ofttisk.. 

Ofr. Young Fortinbraffe with conqucft come from Poland 
Th thcmbaCd ns of England g : ucs this warlike volly, 

H am O ! die Hora'io, 

The potent poyfon quite ore-growes my (pint, 

1 cannot Hue to heare the nawesfrom En -land. 

But I do prophefie the eledlion lights 

On Fortinbraffe , he has my dying voyce, 

So tell him with th’occurants more and le(Te 
Wh'ch haue folicited, the reft is filence. 

VUra. Now cracks a noble heart, good night fweet Prince, 
And flights of Angels finge thee to thy reft. 

Why doocs the drumme come liethei? 



Enter Fortinbraffe, with the Embaffadors. 

Fortin. Where is this fight ? 

Hora. What is it you would fee? 

If ought of woe, or wonder, ceafe your fearch, 

Fortin. This quarry cries on hauock.O proud death 
What feaft is toward in thine eternall cell. 

That thou fo many Princes at a (hot 
So bloudily haft ftrooke? 

Embaf. The fight is difinall 
And our affaires from England come too late. 

The eyes are ferrcelcffe rhat ftiould giue rs hearing, r ‘ ~> 

To telt him his comniandement is fulfilld. 

That Rofencrans md Cjnyldenftirtie are dead, 

Where ftiould wee haue our thankes? 

H ora. Not from his mouth 
Had it th ability of life to thanke you j 
He ncuer gaue commandement for their death ; 

But ftnee fo iump vpen this bloody queftion 
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Pr ince of OennurU. 

You from the P^warres, and you from England 
Ace heere arriued, giue order that thefe bodies 
High on a ftage be placed to the view, 

And let meefpeakc, to th yetvnknowing world 
How thefethings came about ; fo fhallyou heare <_ 

Of cruell, bloody and vnnaturallafts. 

Of accidental! iudgements, cafual! flaughters. 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and for no caule. 

And in this vpftiot, purpofes miftooke, 
jFalnc on the inuenters heads : all this can l 
Truely deliucr. 

Fort. Let vs haft to heare it. 

And call the noblcft to the audience. 

For me with forrow I embrace my fortune 
I haue fome rights of memory in this kingdome. 

Which now to claimc my vantage doth inuite me. 

H ora. Of that I fhall haue alfo caufe to fp ea * c > 
Andfrom hismouth, whofe voyce wiU draw no more. 
But let this fame be prefcntly perform d f , 

Euen while mens mindcs arc wildc, leaft more imichance 

On plots and errors happen. 

Tort. LetfourcCaptaines 
BearePTiw/crlike a fouldicr to the itage, 

For he was likely, had he becnc put on. 

To haue proouedmoft royall ; and for his paflage, 

The fouldiers mufique and the right orwarre 

Speake loudly for him: 

Take vp the bodies, fuch a fight as this, 

Becomcsthe field, but heere fhowesmuch amifle. 

Goe bid the fouldiers fhoote. 
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